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TO ALL PARTS of the WORLD. 


H. R. FREEBORN, Gentlemen’s Hosier, Glover, and Complete Outtitter, 


—COMMERCIAL BUILDINGS, Cross St., and ?, VICTORIA ST. (late ot the Arcade 
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THA. 
THIS YEAR’S GROWTH, 


VIA SUEZ CANAL, 


Establishments, 
OPPOSITE TOWN HALL, SALFORD 


110, Borough Buildings, London Road; 


AND 
62, OLDHAM ROAD, MANCHESTER. 
as. 6d. 
Fine Pekoe-flavour, 2s. 8d. 
Finest Imported, rich Pekoe-flavour, 3s. & 3s. 4d. 


«| Choicest Gatherings— Rich full-flavoured Lapsong 


Souchong, 4s. 
THE QUEEN’S 
BUILDING AND INVESTMENT 
SOCIETY. 


Head Offices: 95, Bridge-st., Manchester, 
Annual Income nearly £400,000, Amounts received 


i}, at five per cent interest. 


Amounts not exceeding £50 repaid upon demand, 

Advances promptly made upon Freehold and Lease- 
hold securities, 

Reports, Prospectuses, &c., upon application at the 


MEREDITH'S 
Cheap Hosiery, Shirt, and Collar 
ESTABLISHMENT, 
147 & 149, Great Jackson St., Hulme. 





SCARVES, TIES, AND COLLA RS, VERY CHEAP, 
And in Great Variety. 
SHIRTS MADR TO ORDER, 


ee: 





CARPETS. 


REDUCTION IN PRICES 





ENDAL, MILNE, & CoO., 
‘bounce an Important Reduction in the Prices 


of the Best BRUSSELS CARPETS, 
G00D BRUSSELS, 3s, 9d. per Yard. 


REAL AXMINSTERS, 6s, 6d. per Yard. 
CABINET FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS. 


DEANSGATE, POLICEST., AND 8ST. ANN’S-ST. 
| 





VIN ORDINAIRE, 


trs. PER DOZEN. 


We still continue to sapply pure, sound 
Bordeaux at this price. ‘the demand, which 
Steadily increases, shows that the wine is 
daily more appreciated. 

Of the finer wines of Bordeaux, including 
Chateaux Lafite, Latour, Margaux, Mouton, 
La Rose, LaGrange, &c., we hold a very 
large stock in bottle, which we offer at 
16s., 22S., 265., 30S., 365., 42S., 485., 54S., 

6os., 66s., 80s., gos., and 96s. per Dozen, 


James Smith & Company, 
WINE MERCHANTS, 
26, Market Street, 





MANOHESTER. 


LIVERPOOL: 11, Lorp Srreet. 
BIRMINGHAM: 28, HicH SrReet. 








CUFF'S ‘*THOMPSTONE’S” 
SODA WATER, 
SELTZER WATER, 
‘POTASS WATER, 
LEMONADE, &e. 


JAMES HENRY CUFF, (late 8. Thompstone) 
SOLE MANUFACTURER, 
ATKINSON STREET, DEANSGATE, MANCHESTER, 


Sold by most Retailers of standing everywhere, 
Ask particularly for CUFF’S ‘*THOMPSTONE’S,” 


EVERY NOVELTY IN GENTLEMEN’S MADE-UP 
SCARVES AND CRAVATS., 


E. W. CHADWICK, 


HOSIER, GLOVER, AND SHIRT MAKER, 


262, DEANSGATE, 
Corner of St. John Street, 








AR PRICES OF FRENCH SILKS. 
KENDAL, MILNE, & CO., Deansgate and 
Police-st., will OFFER TO-DAY and FOLLOWING 
DAYS, a Large Parcel of Rich French BLACK and 
COLOURED SILKS, at a Reduction of 25 per Cent, 





DAWSON & CO., 


7a, NICHOLAS CROFT, & S4, TURNER STREET, 
HIGH STREET, 
FENT MERCHANTS AND GENERAL WARENOUSEMEN, 


CHEAP GREYS, WHITES, STUFFS, FLANNEL 
BLANKETS, FENTS, PATCHWORK, &c. 


Agents Also for W. Se.riers & Co.'s 
Improved Wheeler and Wilson's 
SILENT SEWING MACHINES, 
from £5. 158, and upwards, 


. ’ 
These machines have taken prizes at several Exhibitions, 
both home and foreign. 
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ADE & SHELDRICK, 


St 


TAILORS AND 


“ WOOLLEN DRAPERS® * 


172. OLDHAM STREET, 


Manchester, 
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REDUCTION IN PRICES! 
CA RH BT’ &. 


The Choicest and Newest Designs, at 


SENIOR & HOLFORDS 


(LATE M‘NAUL'S), 


CITY CARPET AND FLOOR-CLOTH WAREHOUSE, 
66, KING STREET, MANCHESTER. 


EXCELLENT BRUSSELS, 


From 3s. 6d. per Yard. 


HARE’S (of Bristol) BEST FLOOR-CLOTHS, 


From 3s. per Square Yard. 


KAMPTULICON, CORIUM, and LINOLEUM 
FLOOR-CLOTHS, 


AT EQUALLY MODERATEH PRICES. 


Hotels, Clubs, and Wublic Anstitutions 


Supplied on very advantageous Terms. 
ESTIMATES GIVEN ON APPLICATION. 
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White and Sound Teeth. 


ESTABLISHED ‘> Pot. ! 
BY MORE THAN * At 1/6 and 2/6 per 10 


Sold Universally by Perfuns| 
Chemists, &c., : 


Thirty Years’ Experience f / al ee naan 
And Numerous Testimonials, ¥ TO ENSURE THE ORIGINAL AND out 


GENUINE PREPARATIOS, 


AND MOST 


Effectual Dentifrice extant, 


PREPARED BY sf > PARTICULARLY OBSER 
The Trade Mark and Signatur 


OF THE PROPRIETORS. 
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AB-0'-TH'-YATE ON LIFE INSURANCE. 
(From “ Ab-o'-th’- Yate’s Life Polieg.”) 


(Continued from our last.) 
—s 





“ "happen tell me e’enneaw what theau’rt 
i| Well, theauw'll hapree flinging Burns upon the table, 
}| bone ning bie chal felt the seat to be 
|| and hitching his chair, as if he fe 

uneasy. Hi ” Saral 

“ 4s sich a thing as a rainy day,” said Sarah, 

uae Gama the Cy as if astorm was just 

over the “‘fowt.” 

ay yey be a cleaudy un, when ther’s no rain 

ut.’ was the peevish rejvinder. 

os ne 7 eens Se good cmbrel — a sheawer o’ 

f omes on,” pursued the wife. : 
ee ticket! cen itisno’i’ other folks pockets, 
wheere [ think mine is,” observed Ab. °° But it’s not 

o’ so mich use when it’s i’ th’ wrung place, like mony a 

thing beside, O° what sarvice would a umbrell be to 
|| thee if semmeb’dy wur howdin’ it o'er a haystack ? 

“ Well, just hearken to a bit 0’ sense, an —_ 

“Theigher ! if it comes eaut of a woman’s meauth it 

owt to mak’ one’s ears crack. Fire away, Sal. 

“4 hundert peaund ud be useful to us, would it 
no?” 
“It would, owd karickter !” . 
“it ud be wo'th o th’ friends we han, wouldno’ it ?” 
“Yoi, an’ a regiment or two beside.” eo 

“ Well, I know heaw we could get howd on’t : 
| “Theau doesno’ want me to goo upo’ th’ hee-road wi 
|| a pistil. doesta ?” 

y Nawe, theau’d hardly ha’ pluck enoongh to do that. 
|! | want thee to do summat moore becoming a mon.’ 
| “Well, what is it, then? Eaut with it, as owd Crap 
said to th’ hen when he're waitin’ o’ th’ egg.” 

* Tusure thy life.” 

“ Ay, that I would, if I knew heaw ; but it’s eaut o’ 
th’ peawer 0’ mon, I think,” 

“Nay—I know heaw theau could do it, an’ it ud put 

a bundert peaund i’ my pocket, as I tuwd thee.” 
|| “Hurrah! If thean con do that I'll live till th’ wo’ld’s 

ascrackt as that owd mug my mother used to knade 

ber dowf in and th’ hundert peaund theau con have 
thysel’. I'll be satisfied wi’ four or five theasant year 
| ofacaper. I could like to be a bit younger, too, for a 
start. A thcausant vearo’ brid-neezin’ an’ marble time ; 
another theausant year o’ snuoterin’ after wenches ; an’ 
th’ tother i’ knee-breeches an’ white-stockin’ days. 

Thst ud be grand. I shouldno’ like to poke my feet in 

a treddle-hole o th’ time, noather Being a srt of a 

second-honded gentlemon would suit me betther.” 

“But I couldno’ draw th’ brass till theau deed,” said 
the wife, interrupting Abin his dreams of prolonged 
existence. 

“Oh, then, theaur’t for livin’ lunger than me, arta? 

Thy nose an’ chin ud mak’ a fine pair o’ nut-crackers 
| when theau’re gettin’ to’ard thy fifth theausant. I 
| should ha’ no chance of a lot moore wives, I yer. I’d 
\ as lief tak my chance, like other folk, if I am to ha’ 
thee toed to my cooat-laps o th’ time.” 

“Talk to some sense, wilta ?” said Sarah, giving a 
look of sharp reproof to her wayward spouse. “ Are 
Weto have this hundert peaund, or not ?” 

1 “Well, neaw, owd crayther!” said Ab, putting 
—— | on a very grave expression of countenance, ‘* if I am to 
dee for it, it’s rayther a hard thing for t’ say. Beside, 
| tt looks queer life-insurance when someb'dy’s waitin’ 
fymert | for ‘em t’ cock their toes up. Suppose thou insures thy 


| life, and lets me draw th’ brass ? 
} “But it’s likely theau'll dee afore me ; so what good 
i would it do thee then? What wi’ thy drinkin’, an’ 
{ walkin’ through brucks an’ campin’ i’ hedge-bottoms o” 
i rainy neets, singin’ *Rowl on, silver moon,’ theau’rt 
} gooin’ on for a lung-liver. Theau’ll be havin’ th’ 
Pot. ' eumatiz in th’ yead, an’ then theau’ll go snap, like 
ovd Thuston’s keaw ;” and Ab’s wife looked as if the 
f pdm to veal te to order mourning, and 

8 consult her friends 

| | ied to the fate ean as to who should be 
A. pushed his fingers into his air, tossed it about, 
| {nd pondered over his wife's suggestions. The dare 


ND OM! | tad proved herself so often in the right upon other 
ree that he was inclined to accept her views in 
5, |) Mis, If Providence would only do the thing that was 


fair by him, he tho 
ught there would be no harm in 
| wane the experiment. He had too much confidence 
SERVE } me Spee ‘rue womanhood ever tu suppose that she 
dae wot to unlawful means for getting himself out 
a even if she desired it, a conclusion not to 
weal iraged under any circumstances, However, he 
ignatu hide A pttone against ugly possibilities. He would 
ot the famite eat out of a common dish with the rest 
could not ¥, 80 48 to avoid being poisoned; and if he 
pd ne his neck being encircled by a rope 
RS. »ody being made into food for fishes, why—serve 


himself right. H ) 
@ would j 
intention of 20 doing — his life, and declared 


“Be 
i. — is it to be done?” he said, quite at a loss 


eed about the busi ™ 
dons © business. ‘Have I nowt to 
ty Ife far 8, omewheere ; tell "em IT want to insure 
they'd nee ot Peaund ; say I should no’ care if 
wil '4 bin ordi * eausant; an’ then coome eaut, 
vt" eri’ @ summons for thee, for neglect o 





z (To be continued, ) 
nl 


IEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT OF 
MEAT.—FOUR GOLD MEDALS,—Supplied to 
the British, French, Prussian, Russian, Italian, Dutch. 
and other Governments. Dr. Lankester writes repard- 
ing Extract of Meat :—‘‘ But there is a difference in 
flavour, and here, as in all other kinds of food, it is the 
flavour that makes the quality.” It is essentially on 
account of the fine meaty flavour, as distinguished 
from the burnt taste of other Extracts, that LIEBIG 
COMPANY’s EXTRACT defeated all Australian and 
other sorts at Paris, Havre, and Amsterdam, and is so 
universally preferred in all European markets. 


One pint of fine-flavoured Beef-tea at 24d. Most con- 
venient and economic “ stock.” 


Caution. — Require Baron Liebig’s, the inventor's, 
signature on every jar, and ask distinctly for LIEBIG 
COMPANY'S EXTRACT. 


KAYE’S WORSDELL'S PILLS. 


HE STOMACH is the great supplier 
of all the wants of our system. Its object is to 
repair the wear and tear of life. If disordered, its 
function ceases, which is followed by Indigestion, 
Headache, Lowness of Spirits, Melancholy, and, in some 
cases, Insanity. 
KAYE’S WORSDELL’S PILLS 
are the best possible Medicine for all the disorders of 
this organ. They cleanse it, whilst, by their tonic 
power, they give it new vigour. 
Sold by all Chemists and other Dealers in Patent 
Medicines, at 
1s, 1}d., 2s, 9d., and 4s 6d, 
Wholesale Depot, 22, Broad Street, London, 


WAVERLEY PEN 


Ninety nine London, besides four hundred and twenty 
Provincia! Newspapers, have strongly recommended th- 
WAVERLEY, OWL, and PICKWICK PENS to their 
readers. 

Standavd,—“‘A treasurein the hands of rapid writers.” 

Engineer.—*‘They embody an improvement of great 
value.” 

Sold everywhere, 6d. and 1s, per Box. 1s, 2d. by post. 


MACNIVEN & CAMERON, 
23 to 38, BLAIR STREET, EDINBURGH 
( Established 1770). 
London Agents: Mitumscton & Hotton. 


SHAW, ASHTON & THORP, 
GENERAL 
BIrIrtTDT POSTELRS 
( Members of the United Kingdom Bill Posters’ Association), 
38, HAMILTON PLACE, 
er 
Private Stations in all Thoroughfares, 

















HE MOST EFFECTUAL PRE- 
PARATION for destroying Cockroaches, Beetles, 

and Crickets, is HUGHES'S TROPICAL BEETLE 
POWDER. Sold by all Chemists in 3d., 6d., and 1s 

ackets, and at the Proprietor’s, E. GRIFFITHS 
UGHES, Victoria and Cateaton Streets, Manchester. 





MANOAESTER SWIMMING SCHOOLS 


BARRACK STREET, HULME, 
Now Orveyn.—Admission 6d. and 2d. 





ROYAL POMONA PALACE 
AND 


GARDENS. | 


BAND 


Every Monday, Wednesday & Saturday. 


ADMISSION SIXPENCE, 


NO EXTRA CHARGE. 





ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS, 
BELLE VUE, 


FORTY ACRES IN EXTENT, 


OW OPEN. with Great Daylight View of QUEBFC, 
Painted by those eminent artists, Messrs, Danson 
and Son, of London, 
Extensive Collection of Living Animals and Birds. 
ELEPHANTS, LION and LIONESS, with CUBS bred 
in the Menagerie. Conservatories, Museum, Mage 
Pleasure Boats and Steamers, &c. 


Belle Vue Military Band every day from Three. 
STORMING OF QUEBEC, amidst Gorgeous FIRF- 
WORKS, every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday, at 
Dusk. 
ADMISSION SIXPENCE; 


After Four on Mondays and Wednesdays, 1s, ; Saturdays 
1s, after Five. 





| | ELL AND ITS TORMENTS, AS 

DESCRIBED BY EYE-WITNESSES, &c. By 
T. R. Price 9d. Cloth gilt 1s. 3d. A most Extraordi- 
nary Book. London: Geo. J. Stephenson. Manchester: 
John Heywood, And all Booksellers. 





ROUGHT-TRON TUBES AND 
FITTINGS for Gas 9 Steam Engine, and 
Plumbers’ Lift and Force Pumps; Cast-iron Valves, 
Taps, Safety and Sluice Valves, Steam Traps, Stocks, 
Dies, and Taps; Improved Whistles or Gongs for 
Works; and every description of Copper Work and 
Boiler Mountings. Price on application ISAAC 
STOREY and SONS. Brass and Copper Works, 24 | 
Deansgate, and Little Peter Street, Manchester. | 
! 











PUBLISHING ARRANGEMENTS —IMPORTANT TO A UTHORS. 





OFFAT AND COMPANY, State 
Publishers and Agents for the Dublin Steam || 
Printing Co., beg to announce that they have resolved |! 
to CHARGE NO COMMISSION for PUBLISHING 
WORKS PRINTED BY THEM until the Author has 
been refunded his original outlay. 


They would als6 state that THEY PRINT, IN THE 
FIRST STYLE, GREATLY UNDER THE USUAL 
CHARGES. 

Their Publishing Arrangements will enable them to | 
promote the interest of all Works committed to their | 
charge, as they have very consitierable experience of 
the channels most likely ty ensure success. 

Estimates and all particulars furnished in course of | 
post, 

“Those about to Publish” may rely on finding | 
Economy and Despatch in all Departments, || 





Morrat axv Co.'s Book List sent free on applica- |; 
tion to | 
¢ PusisHino Orrices: 


6, D’OLIER STREET, DUBLIN; 


84, SOUTHAMPTON STREET, STRAND, LONDON, 
W.c, } 
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HAMPSON'S Copyright PERFUMES, outstation Chemist, 63, Fiocally 
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ONE YEAR'S RENT SAVED BY FURNISHING YOUR HOUSE | 
@SiB S ON ’S | 


COMPLETE 


HOUSE FURNISHING ESTABLISHUENTS, | 


78, OLDHAM STREET, 


90, 92, 94, 96, STRETFORD ROAD, 


WHERE CAN BE SEEN THE LARGEST AND CHEAPEST STOCK IN MANCHESTER. 























A HOUSE COMPLETELY FURNISHED IN THREE DAYS. 


DRAWING ROOM SUITES, 


CONSISTING OF COUCH, LADIES’ AND GENTS’ CHAIRS, AND SIX SMALL CHAIRS, IN REP, 


£8 &. TO 30 GUINEAS. | 


DINING ROOM SUITES, 
IN MAHOGANY, AND COVERED WITH BRITISH MOROCCO, COMPLETE, 
FOR 10 GUINEAS. 
DINING ROOM SUITES IN BEST MOROCCO, FROM 19 GUINEAS. 


DINING TABLES, 


WITH EXTRA LEAF, AND FITTED WITH SCREW, 


39/6 TO 10 GUINEAS. 


BED ROOM SUITES, 


IN VARIOUS KINDS OF WOODS, 


FROM 8 GUINEAS TO 40 GUINEAS. 
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CARPETS! GARPETS! GARPETS!! 


CONSIDERABLY REDUCED! 
BEST BRUSSELS, 3s.4d, 3s. lld, 4s. 6d. 
BEST TAPESTRY BRUSSELS, 2s. 43d., to Qs. 11d. | 
BEST KIDDERMINSTERS, ls. 8d. to 2s. 9d. | 





Iron Bedsteads, Full Size, 11s. 9d. to £6. Wool Beds, Bolsters, and Pillows, 16s. 6d. to 50s. 
FEATHER BEDS from 38s. to £6 10s. 


—_—oe 





ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES FREE. 
NOTE THE ADDRFRESS:? 


R. H. GIBSON, 














90 TO 96, STRETFORD ROAD; AND 78, OLDHAM | STREET (ANCOATS STREET END). ND). | 
G. R. ALLISON, General Manchester Warehouse) = jguppited. Any length gth cut from (54 an and 5 CR Bs 
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) ECCLES, 
AND ECCLES CHURCH. 


E have long had a desire to visit the shrine of that toothsome 
\ commodity the Eccles-cake—to explore Eccles, and ascertain 
if anything else was manufactured or to be had besides that choice and 
delicate morsel. We have stayed our foot hitherto for sundry reasons. 
In the first place we have passed it often by railway, and the town 
seemed to consist of the ordinary station, of the bungalow order of 
architecture—several rooms on the ground-floor surrounded by a 
verandah—and an adjoining confectioner’s shop, and if this were the 
|| place, thought we, whence those rare sweetnesses issued, we should 
prefer to eat in faith, for the future, as we had hitherto done, rather than 
visit the very source of the stream, only to find it, possibly, dirty and 
malodorous. 

But we've been ; we've seen, as we believe, all Eccles, eaten our cake 
like a man, or a child rather, with gusto, and returned in safety. You 
can’t both eat your cake and have it, says the adage. We are not quite 
so sure of that. We have certainly eaten our cake, cakes in fact, for 
we not only ate it on the spot, but brought it away; it in the plural, and 
solemnly consumed it before the Lares and Penates, and we have still an 
affectionate reminiscence of it. We say ‘‘ it” advisedly, in the sense of 
anoun of multitude. One Eccles-cake is a delusion. Eat deep, or 
taste not the Ecclesian ambrosia ; it is ‘*to be continued,” to be produced 
cn suite ; it is the same, but various, similar, yet different ; it is single 
in purpose, diverse in effect, complex in relation, and infinite in delight ; 
a perpetual round of nectar’d sweets ; a sixth sense, and eighth wonder 
of the world ; an unrecorded revelation, and more than all these it is, 
in the ephemeral slang, an accomplished fact. 

A place of importance is often described as standing upon the So-and- 

| So, like Frankfort-on-the-Oder, or Greenheys on the Blackbrook. 
Eccles has no river to stand on. The railway passes by one edge of it, 
the New Road, part of which we described last week, goes to it, and 
the Old Road passes through it. So it stands about generally, like the 
gentleman of no particular religious persuasion who applied to St. 
Peter fora seat. On ascending from the railway we found a sort of 
general open triangular place, composed of the meeting of three roads at 
the railway bridge—naturally a place of resort for loungers. The 

|, battlements of the bridge are unfortunately too high to be leaned upon 
and gazed over, or there would be a deal of work of that sort done. So 
the inhabitants stand upon the kerb-store, and smoke in the intervals of 

| gaping, or exchange oaths with one another in the absence of tobacco. 
| Turning away from these interesting residents towards the left, we enter 
‘street with shops of the description usually to be found in a country 

| town, The saddler and the stationer are there, as are also the butcher 
and baker, without their ancient companion. Owing to the introduction 

of gas, his production—the candlestick—has been removed with him 
out of the place, or he has may hap become a gas-fitter. Public-houses 
_ are, of course, but most important of all, are the original Eccles 
cake shops—for there aretwo. It may be that, according tu the politico- 
oe competition is required to keep quality up and 
uae es a ner is the case here we know not, and we do 

| tecemey ~ ert at, or whether they look upon one another as 
a“ iin robe adly yerwong: or rivals, or what, or what not. We by 
dedana oon 2 st oa in any such light. So far from saying a 
wiead char — we say blessings on ye both. One is the 
hens of the = - “~~ removed from over the way.” : Mark the 
hb heats at roea = soaring, halt-postical style. Not simply 
bat from over ra Bony the other side,” or ‘*from across the road,” 
y,” like the Santa Casa at Loreto. The other 





is just opposite, and bears for a device, ‘‘the original,” and so-forth, 
‘*never removed.” Mark the conservatism of the legend. Of course 
these apparently contradictory signs are easily reconciled. The original 
inventor in remote ages may have removed himself and his paste-board 
over the way, as he puts it, so that, with more room at command, he 
would have greater facilities for showering blessings on mankind. Then 
another artificer in paste and currants may have entered the deserted 
halls, and thenceforth, like the celebrated benefactor’s two blades of 
grass, two Eccles cakes appeared in future to delight mankind. We 
espouse neither side of the street exclusively. Our amplitude is like the 
bishop’s, wide enough to contain both. We could even add to the 
‘*never removed”’ a third one that “never will be removed !” The 
cakes that we had in Eccles were good—decidedly good, but—well, it 
may be the defect of early training, or the deterioration of our taste in 
advancing years—but we thought with a sigh, while munching there, of 
that shop in Liverpool opposite Friskidyke’s, and of another which 
used to be Miss Percival’s, in Warrington. She is married long since 
then, and who her successor is we know not. 

Continuing our way down the street, we come to an open triangular 
space, Eccles, in fact, is a succession of three-sided, three-cornered 
places. We wonder how the cakes escape being made three-cornered, 
like a raspberry puff or an apple turnover ; but the person who could 
invent an Eccles cake must have been a man of such genius that it could 
have been a matter of no difficulty to him to keep to the charmed circle. 
In the middle of this triangle is a fountain, with cups for drinking out 
of, when there is any water, but, owing to the recent rain, the supply 
was wanted elsewhere, and the fountain was dry, if indeed one may call 
that a fountain in which nothing is founted. Here the village proper 
seems to begin. There is a wide roadway, like a bit of Oldham Road, 
having on the right moderate but irregularly-sized houses and shops, 
and on the other side all kinds of low old-fashioned cottages and 
buildings of every nondescript kind, with little narrow courts, alleys, 
and streets running between them, as if away from the publicity of the 
main street. This, we should imagine, is the resort of the dangerous 
classes, but, really, it occupies so much of the village, that it must hold 
others beside, or else Eccles must be a very dreadful place. Further on 
the main street divides or multiplies itself into two, and there being an 
opportunity for another little three-angled corner, why, of course, here 
it is. From this space the road on the right, after more old cottages, 
comes upon some new buildings, such as schools, Methodist chapels, 
newly laid-out streets, and valuable building land, and soon shakes off 
Eccles altogether, and makes through breezy fields for Worsley, and, if 
you leave by the left of this bedkey-shaped quarter, you will soon find, 
if you step out quickly, that you are passing Barton, and in full swing 
for Irlam (anciently Irwellham), Cadishead, Hollins Green, or any 
further place on the Old Highflyer's road, véa Warrington to Liverpool, 
that your pedestrian ambition may aim at. 

Returning towards the fountain of deserted waters, the village looks 
even less comely. There are places and streets which, like some people, 
though they are by no means to be admired at first sight, as you think, 
improve upon a further acquaintance, and become comparatively even 
agreeable. We can’t say that Eccles is one of those places. The more 
you see of it, the more you see its straggliness and deformity. It seems 
to have grown up anyhow, by slow additions, at different times ; to have 
endured rather than lived, untended, forgotten, and forlorn. The most 
part of the southern side of the main street, especially the rear, seems 
fraught with ruin, misery, and decay. 

But here we are again at the Church. Now Eccles is not so much 
the cause of its Church, as is mostly the case in other places, as the 
Church is the cause of Eccles. The name of the district is Barton—the 
township of Barton. The whole of this neighbourhood between Pen- 
dleton and Worsley was but thinly peopled in old times and the only 
church for all the country seems to be the one we are now at. No 
doubt there were substantial reasons why it should be here, instead of at 
any other place, but at all events it was here, though there seems to 
have been no name to the place, and the poverty of their invention was 
such that they couldn't, certainly didn’t, find out one, so that the people 
who had to be described in any bond or quittance by more than a 
christened name, and something more definite and local than as being 
‘*de Barton” were indicated by ‘‘de Ecclesiis”—of the churches, like 
Shakespere’s clown, they lived by the church. For it wasn’t simply a 
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There were four little churches—church- 

1 ts one might call then—grouped round or mixed up, to a certain 

extent, with the Mother Church. These were chantries. The modern 

lecture-ship seems the nearest approach to the ancient chantry—foun- 

dations with permission of Crown and Bishop to maintain one or more 

priests to chant or sing solemn services at stated times, for the benefit 

of the founders while living and their further welfare afterwards, with 

regulations for the conduct and mode of life of the chaplains who should 

fill the office. These services were said or sung, not in the usual place 
in the church, but in little side chapels built on purpose by the founder, 

and used for nothing else. The oldest of these chantries was founded 

in 13608 by Thomas of the Bothe or Booth, in Barton ; the next in 1450 
by Thomas's grandson, Lawrence Booth, who had become Bishop of 
Lichfield, in which diocese all this neighbourhood was then comprised ; 
the third in 1460 by Lawrence's half-brother, William, who had become 
Archbishop of York ; and the fourth by Sir Godfrey Massey, who wis 
Lord of the Manor of Worsley in 1475. The Church itself is said to 
have been built in 1111, say MCXI., but however true that may be of 
the foundation of the Church, or the building of some church on the 
spot, the architecture of the present building points to a much later 
period, Of course the Church fell into the hands of the powerful Abbey 
of Whalley who seem to have liberally administered its affairs. The 
chantries were of course suppressed in the Reformation times ; that is 
to say, the owners of the lands in the neighbourhood, charged with the 
payment of the priests’ stipends, repudiated any such absurd obligation, 
though they carefully insisted on their right to put up family monuments 
in the place where the Memorial Altar had stood. One of these 
Chapels was even re-built in the general restoration of the Church in 
1862-3. Itis an unsightly excrescence on the outside, out of keeping 
with the style and idea of the Church ; inside, it is pewed with the 
modern open-bench of the period, and its walls covered with unhealthy- 
looking plaster. Except they were prepared to restore the chantry to 
its ancient and dedicated purpose, they had better have left it alone 
altogether. They have daubed it with untempered mortar in every 
respect. And the subscribers have commemorated their own goodness, 
in the ** See what a good boy am I” manner, by a “‘ brass” containing 
their names let into the plaster on the East wall. 

The church is 100my, light, and airy. It has a nave, north and 
south aisles, and choir or chancel, with chancel aisles, composed of 
two of the chantry chapels. The ground-floor has been pewed with 
open, comfortable benches ; but as to the middle or body of the church, 
all the pews, except the four at the back, are either private property or 
ire appropriated in some way, as, at the time of our visit, they held 
cushions and carpets of all kinds and colours, and had a brass-plate at 
the end with the owner's name—not the occupier's, certainly, for 
they were nearly all unoccupied. There was one gentleman with 
his family on the ground-floor of the church, To be sure, it was 
Sunday afternoon, and it is notorious that afternoon preaching is a 


church in our ideas of one. 


d-vice of the evil one. 
‘The service was done by a curate and a few surpliced choir-boys, and 


| certainly everything was omitted which could make the service attractive 


or instructing. ‘The Vicar—for the rectory got separated from it in 
those celebrated ‘* conveyancing" times between 1500 and 1600—the 
Vicar didn’t show, so we hadn't the pleasure of seeing that astute man 
of business, the Kev. James Pelham Pitcairn. He is another successful 
importation from the Sister Isle, which seems to supply Lancashire with 
parsons and potatoes. He has persuaded his friends to restore his 
church to the tune of £6,000 or more, and ‘If I had a thousand a year, 
Gatler Gray,” as the song says, one would have nearly as much as the 
| wide-awake Whig Vicar of Eccles. If the Vicar were absent, the lay 

ministers were there—the apparitors—orderly and serene, and, to the 

litde boys, grim. We thought we saw four, for they appeared in different 
| parts of the church, now with gown, now without, like the supers of an 
| economical stage manager. One occasionally approached the officiating 
clergyman with a sacred poker, or ecclesiastical life-preserver, which he 
1) hucld well poised over his right shoulder, as if “ willing to wound, but 
|| yet afraid to strike.” But he was visible also, at times, unencumbered 
by his weapon, and, in fact, like the litle pig which ran about so much, 
we couldn't count him. The congregation were—youngsters excepted— 
quiet ; and the boys near the door whispered and shuffled their feet, and 
| made great apple-bites, distinctly heard in the general silence, but were 





quiet as the graves below them whenever the apparitor was near, The | 
sun shone through the windows, and bright patches of sunshine | 
appeared in unexpected spots in the church, and the warm air came ia | 
at the open door, bearing in out-door sounds of dog-barkings, Gistant | 
whistlings, footsteps, and the like. 

The church-yard is extensive, a small cemetery, in fact, with a curious i 
crown-shaped monument in the middle, inscribed with names of Various 
Taylors—worthy men, do doubt, but otherwise unknown to fame, | 
Passing by this we issue by one of the gates into a narrow Street, College | 
Lane. Hereabouts stood the residence for the chantry priests and | 
others, founded by Archbishup Booth in 1460 for ever, and in less than H 
a huncred years despoiled. Who holds the property now we don't | 
know. The land ie covered with rows of small cottages built closely | 
together. And so we came out into Eccles village and worldly cares | 
again. i 

Aiter all, Eccles has a good deal to contend with. It is so over: | 
shadowed by its two great institutions, its church and its cakes, that its 
individuality as a town or a village is ina manner lost. It has not been | 
without its rough play, as bear-baiting and ale *‘ guising,” both happily | 
defunct, and wakes, still existing and worthy of being suppressed, by | 
the strong hand if need be, at least if the local newspaper, the Eccles || 
Advertiser, gives anything like a truthful account of it. Comparisons, | 
not the most flattering, have been associated with it. Call a man a 
cake, and you have the ‘‘softness” of his character indicated at once. | 
The name of the place too—what sort of ridiculous negative is it not 
used for? Suppose, for instance, that you were to suggest to the Vicar | 
that he betake himself to live on the site of the old priests’-house in 
College-lane, upon a hundred a year, and devote the remainder to the 
improvement of the village and the poor. Do you think he would adopt 
your suggestion? Your reply is ready—Would he—Eccles ! 


wite 


KING CALVERT I. 


[BEING A RESPECTFUL IMITATION OF THE PARODIES OF MR. W. S. GILBERT, THE 
BAB BALLADIST.] 


ACT I. 
CENE I.—A Picturesque Exterior. (People looking out of window: 
at a crowd of clodhoppers.) 

CLODHOPPERS.—Ladies and gentlemen, this being a tremendously 
long piece, and every minute being of value, we can’t do better than 
waste ten in executing a clodhopping dance that isn’t in the text 
( They do so, and then run away, jor no particular reason. People all 
withdraw from windows, on the same account, Enter King Calvert.) 

CALVERT.—I am a fearful villain. And what's more, I never lose an 
opportunity of saying so. I’m particularly fond of doing it in crowded 
streets—at least, in streets that were crowded, until the crowd dispersed 
for no particular reason. I’m deformed in body. At least, I keep 
telling myself so, though really I am rather handsome than otherwise— | 
certainly much handsomer than Leontes, in A Winter's Tale. \'m | 
deformed in mind. I keep murdering people for the lark. Partly to | 
serve certain aims, but principally because I enjoy it. I've murdered | 
two already. I'll just murder Belton, who used to act with Kean, by | 
way of keeping my hand in. I’m sure the audience ‘Il be very much || 
obliged to me. Dive, thoughts, down to my soul. (His thoughts dive | 
down to his soul). Were Belton comes. (Zxter Mr. Belton.) 

Beiton.—Ha, Calvert, how d’y do? 

CALVERT.—How d’y do, Belton, how d’y do? 

BELTON.—I'm just off to prison. Isn't it a joke? 

CALVERT.—You act as if it was, 

BELTON.—I might be going to an evening party, mightn’t I? 

CALVERT.—You might. Ta, ta. 

BeELTon.—Ta, ta. (£xit.) ‘ 

CALVERT.—Wainwright shall murder him. Good murderer, Wain- 
wright. Oh, I am a villain. I have all sorts of bad habits ; but 
perhaps the worst I have is that of spending money on fine scenery that 
ought to be spent in procuring good actors, (Znér Miss Carlisle, ® 
dup mourning.) 

Miss CaRLIsLe.—Booh-hoo ! booh-hoo! booh-hoo! 

My husband and my father-in-law’s fate, 
I will bewail in choicest Billinsgate. | 
Cursed—— 
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CaLVeRtT.—Good evening, Miss Carlisle. 
Miss CARL IsLE.—Devil ! ; 
Catvert.—Oh, come, I say. Such language! From so young a 

- ! 

ap see you murdered my husband. 
CALVERT.—I did. ; 
Miss CARLISLE.—Cat, you murdered my father-in-law. 

CALVERT,—Anything to oblige. 

Miss CARLISLE.—Beast ! 

CaLveRT.—Oh, really ! 

Miss CARLISLE.—Reptile ! 

CALVERT.—Miss Carlisle ! 

Miss CARLISLE.—Pig ! 

CaLVERT.—Don't call me bad names. Marry me. 

Miss CARLISLE.—With pleasure. 

CALVERT.—But just leave me for the present, please. 

Miss CARLISLE.—Certainly, my darling. I will do whatever you 
desire me, my own love. But why do you want me te go, dear ? 

CALVERT.—To tell the truth, 1 have a rather fine soliloquy to deliver, 
and it requires a clear stage. 

Miss CARLISLE.—Good bye, then, pet. (/:.xit.) 

CALVERT.—Was ever woman in this humour woo’d? Was ever 
woman in this humour won? For my own part, I think decidedly not ; 
but Shakespere seems to think so, so I suppose it’s all right. 

Scene IL.—A Regal Apartment. (Calvert, Mrs. Calvert, and Miss 
Julia Seaman, discovered. ) 

Miss SEAMAN.—Hell ! devils ! fiends! furies! bottled spiders ! 

Mrs. CALVERT.—Booh-hoo ! booh-hoo ! 

Miss SEAMAN.—Pig! hog! devil! hell! hell-fire! Brimstone! 
Treacle! Bottled spider ! 

Mrs. CaLvert.—Booh-hoo! booh-hoo ! 

Miss SkaMAN.—Hell? devils! curses! fiends! 

CaLvert.—For goodness’ sake, somebody take this woman away. 

Miss SEAMAN (deiig taken away ).—Hell! devils! bottled spiders ! 
CaLvert.—And while you're about it, take the other one as well. 
Mrs. CALVERT (dein removed ).—Booh-hoo! booh-hoo! 
CaLvert.—Thank goodness, that’s all over! Ha! here come my 
murderers (enter Mr. Wainwright and Another). Weli, my fine fellows, 
how are you to-night; This being ‘‘a regal gothic apartment in the 
palace,” is exactly the place where I should expect to see you. Did 
you get in easily ? 

Wainwkicht.—Oh, yes. We just said we were the murderers you'd 
ordered, and they let us in at once. 

CaLveRtT.—All right. Now, go and murder Belton. 

WAINWRIGHT.—We will, my noble lord. 

SCENE III.—Mr. Belton’s Dungeon. 

BELTON ( waking from a nightmare).—1 have a dreadfully pitching 
delivery, It turns blank verse into doggerel. Nevertheless, I’ve got a 
knick of doing my long speech in this scene very well indeed. I'll 
show yeu. (Shows them.) In my sleep just now, I thought I saw the 
ghost of Sbakespere, and it said, “ Oh, pitching, plunging Belton, thou 
hast so often murdered me, I'll relieve the monotony of the thing by 
murdering thee.” (Ender Wainwright and Another.) Have you:come 
'o murder me ? 

ene have, my noble lord: 

seria N.—Don't, please. I promise you I'll neve: pitch:and plunge 
WatnwriGit.—Man, you can’t help it.. The habit’s too confirmed. 


ELTON.—Oh, no, it’s not. I'll nev i i 
, , never do i . 2 
this cace. ’ t again. Please, let me 


WAtnwriGut (to Another ). 
kdlow, He has some idea of 
again, 

ANOTHER.~ It won't do. 
of the audience. 

BELTON.—No ! 

ANOTHER.—Yes ! 

BELTUN.—Booh-hoo ! booh-hoo ! 

_ a of that. (Sticks him. ) 

| rounded by fecae King’s apartments.—(King Archer, dying, sur- 
; vers and Mrs, Calvert. ) 


—What d’you say? Belton’s not a bad 
acting, and he says he'll never plunge 


He must be murdered for the satisfaction 


— 





ARCHER.—I'm very ill and low. It’s the reaction from those tre- | 
mendous spirits I had to put on in /andsome is that Handsome Does. 
However, its much easier to be dejected than elated. I'll’ just die 
without any more ado, as the action of the piece is already getting 
cumbrous, and I’m interfering with it. (Dues. ) 

Mrs. CALVERT.— Booh-hoo ! booh-hoo ! 





ACT IL. 

Scenes I, If. III. and IV.—Admirable specimens of the genius of 
Perkins. 

SceNE V.- Baynard’s Castle on the Thames, (Bravo Perkins.) 
(Enter Calvert.) 

CALVERT.—I am a villain. I've sent the royal children to the Tower. 
You'll see what for, presently. (Zxter Mr. Haywell.) Waywell, go 
and tell the grand procession to come in and offer me the crown, (Zxit 
Mr, Haywell.\ Useful actor, Haywell. I'll chop his head off when 
I've done with it. Oh, I ama villain. (Re-enter Mr. Haywell, with 
procession. They offer Calvert the crown. He refuses it; they offer it 
again). Oh very well—if you insist upon it. ( Zukes it.) Now, be 
off with you. Get ready for the next scene; though this one is the 
one I act the best, it musn’t take all night. ( 7hey be off with them.) 

ScENE VI.—The Tower Fortress from the west. ( Well done, Perkins!) 
(Enter three widows. ) 

THREE Wibows, Bovh-hoo! Booh-hoo! 





ACT IIT. 

ScENE I.—The Palace Hall. (Not bad, Grieve; but not up to Perkins. ) 
(A long dance.) 

DANCERS.—The reason we interpolate this second long dance that 
isn’t in the text is that this is a particularly conscientious revival of Shake- 
speare, and it is essential that a particularly conscientious revival of 
Shakespere should bore the audience as much as possible. (Zxeunt 
everybody, except Calvert and Haywell, for no particular reason.) 

CALVERT.—-It’s a long time since I murdered anybody. Haywell, 
murder the two princess for me. ‘They are two nice little girls, and the 
best hands at acting in all the company ; but it'll be much better for them 
to be killed right off than to be brought up to expose so much of their 
legs to a gaping public. So just murder them. 

HAYWELL.—Excuse me. (£xit. ) 

CALVERT.—But I won't. Ill chop your head off presently. Page ! 
(Enter a gorgeous young woman.) Wave you got a murderer handy ? 

GorGEous YouNG WoMAN.—Certainly. 1 always keep one just 
outside the door. (Lxit just outside the door.) 

CALVERT.—It's a peculiarity of mine always to consult my pages 
when I’m going to murder anybody. It’s a way I have. (Re-enter 
gorgeous young woman with third murderer.) 

CALVERT.—Third murderer, murder the young princes in the Tower. 

THIRD MURDERER.—With pleasure, sir. 

SceENE II.—The murdered princes, 

ScENE III,—Nothing particular. 








ACT IV, 

ScEeNnE I.—Old London, near St. Paul’s. (Well done, Grieve; good | 
as Perkins) (Enter Miss Seaman and Widows). 

Miss SEAMAN-—Hell! furies ! friends ! devils ! tomcats ! 

Wipows.—Boo-hoo? Boo-hoo! (£uter a grand army, Jollowed 
by Calvert, followed by a live white horse. 

Miss SEAMAN.—Here comes the hell-hound! Bottled spidcr ! 

CALVERT.—Ol, dear me, here’s that dreadful woman again. Excuse 
mea moment, while I explain to the audience that it’s another of my 
ways to walk on foot before my horse. A considerate man is consi- 
derate to his beast. My kingdom's invaded. Every moment is of vital 
importance. Nevertheless, I'll stop and chatter with these women for 
an hour or two. Mrs. Calvert, you’ve a daughter called Elizabeth. I 
want her for my wife. 

Mrs. CALVERT.—You've got a wife already, bigamist, 

Miss SEAMAN.—He has—the bottled spider ! 

CALVERT.—No, I’ve not. I’ve murdered her. 

Mrs. CALVERT.—Oh, then, in that case, you may have my daughter. 
Bless you ! ° 
Miss SEAMAN.—Bless him? Curse him! Bloodhound ! devil ! 
CALVERT.—In the name of common decency, somebody take that 


| 
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dreadful woman away. No. Stop. I'll go myself. Bring here 


White Surrey. (Aside to super). Vf you can’t manage to hold that 
horse without standing a yard off, and looking frightened to death, I'll 
knock sixpence a night off your shilling. See, this is horsemanship. 
( Rides off). 
ACT Y¥. 

A Battle Field. (Not anything like up to Perkins's usual mark or the 
ovasion. Enter Mr. Belton again, to the dismay of the audience.) 

BELTON.—You thought I was done for, didn’t you. But I’m not, by 
any means. Ilere I am, pitching and plunging worse than ever. ( Pitches 
and plunges worse than eur. Enter Calvert.) 

CaLyeKT.—A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse! What 
I should do with one, if I had one, I haven't the least idea. Neverthe- 
less—A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse! What, Belton, 
all alive and plunging! I will murder him myself. At least, I'll try. 
( Terrific single combat; Calvert vanquished: Belton victorious; Enter 
Mr. Mellon.) 

Mr. MELLON.—I've been running about the battle-field all day with 
the crown of England tucked under my cloak, If you'll relieve me of 
it, you'll oblige me. 


VERDICT. 
A magnificent—an almost too magnificent—panorama. Not a play 
at all. A striking proof of the immense superiority in the constructive 
art of the feeblest of modern dramatists over the greatest dramatist 


of antiquity, 
——— 


TOWN TALK, 

THINGS IN GENERAL, 
MARKET STREET. 

FTER nearly fifty years delay, the widening of Market-street has 

The buildings jutting out into the street, opposite 


AND 


completed itself. 
Mr. Hyam’s establishment, disgusted at the long perversity of their pro- 
They will be set back to the new 
It is devoutly 


prietor, have at length tumbled down. 
line. This finishes a work commenced in the year, 1822. 
to be hoped that the widening of Deansgate will not occupy a corres- 
Widening narrow streets is 


ponding period. But there is no telling. 


almost as long and laborious a process as widening narrow minds whose 
private interests are benefited by injury to those of the public. 


THE SCHOOL BOARD FOR MANCHESTER, 

We shall be very glad to see a little active public excitement and 
interest in reference to the proposed School Board for the City of Man- 
chester. Two bodies, the Education Bill Committee and a number of 
gentlemen erstwhile connected with the National Education Union, 
have already entered the arena: the City Council will no doubt have 
candidates to propose, and so, perhaps, will the Education League. 
What the ratepayers have to do is to grasp the principles upon which 
alone a just and efficient board can be elected. The Manchester 
Education Bill Committee have suggested the names of fifteen gentlemen 
to form the school board. The suggestions appear to have been made 
with an honest, if unsuccessful, desire, to be impartial. We suppose it 
would be too much to hope for the formation of any local public body 
without embracing a gentleman who ostentatiously peruses Couriers 
when arguments are being addressed to him by those who differ from 
him. The principles of the Education Bill being the introduction of 
religion into schools, and the exclusion of theology, it is obvious that 
the administrative board must be quite evenly balanced, as to the religion 
of its members, in order to keep those two theoretically consistent prin- 
ciples in anything like practical working order. The principle, 
therefore, on which the committee have made their selection, namely, 
that of representing the sects according to their numerical strength in 
the community, is altogether wrong. The true object is, not to get the 
same preponderance of sects in the board that there is in the public, but 
According to our view the smallest sect 
should be as largely represented as the largest. But even on the prin- 
ciple of proportion the selection is not just. We note, amongst the 
fifteen members, no less then six Churchmen, three Independents, two 


to get no preponderance at all. 





This huge preponderance of Churchmen is only defensible on the ground 


neil 
Roman Catholics, two Methodists, one Unitarian, and one Nothing. 


that the Church of England is in reality not one sect, but half a dozen 


under ore name. The list of candidates, again, would deserve, and, 
probably secure, greater confidence on the part of the majority of the 
ratepayers if it gontained. the names of some gentlemen who are not 
known to be intimately connected with, or representatives of, any seci 
whatever. 

THE TWO IRVINGS: A CORRECTION, 

In recording the death of Mr. Joseph Irving, comedian, last week, 
our contemporary the City News fell into an error. The writer said that 
the deceased actor formerly belonged to the Manchester Theatre Royal, 
and last appeared here at the Athenzeum, taking part in an entertain- 
ment exposing the tricks of the Davenport Brothers. This is incorrect, 
as Mr. Joseph Irving was never a member of the Theatre Royal Com. 
pany, and did not take part in the Davenport exposure. He played here 
for a fortnight with one of Boucicault’s itinerant companies in a drama 
(After Dark if we recollect rightly), in which he played the character of 
a London vagabond. The actor who assisted in exposing the Davenports 
was Mr. Henry Irving, formerly of our Theatre Royal, and as this 
gentleman has many friends in Manchester, we can assure them that he is 
alive and well, and is at the present time fulfilling an engagement at the 
new Vaudeville Theatre in the Strand. 


CITY ARABS. 

Among other calamities evoked by the present war, Manchester has 
to contend against an irruption of the Goths and Vandals—news-selling 
boys—-who infest the streets, and render the thoroughfares between the 
Exchange and Pall Mall all but impassable. This unruly, ragged 
rabble, many of whom are mere infants, with neither coverings to their 
heads nor shoes to their feet, has increased in numbers very materially 
lately, owing to the demand for papers. They congreggte at all hours 
in the immediate neighbourhood of the newspape offices. There, they 
are constantly scrambling, shouting, cursing, and blaspheming, with 
intermittent party-fights and hand-to-hand pugilistic encounters. Last 
week, we saw one boy pick up a lump of coal as big as a man’s fist and 
deliberately throw it at another lad not three yards off, striking him on 
the head. A regular, scrimmage followed, ending in black eyes and 
bloody noses. We do not exaggerate when we say that, during the last 
few weeks, we have seen, as we casually passed by, at least half-a-dozen 
fights. Surely something might be done by the authorities to organize 
this ‘‘ raw material ” into something like consistency and shape. This 
vagabond life is anything but conducive to the future welfare and 
industrious habits of these wretched lads. Could not they be got into 


some kind of order, by compelling them to have authorized badges like 
ndings 


railway porters, or requiring them to have licences, or fixed stat 
fur the sale of their papers? At present they arean intolerable nuisance. 


THE POLICE AND THE WITHINGTON OMNIBUSES. 

One day last week Mr. Superintendent Bent made the aren 
statement that, in consequence of the habitual "bus-racing on the ros 
to Withington, he had to keep that route lined with policemen. Bithet 
this assertion is not true, or it reflects the very greatest discredit on 
Superintendent Bent’s superintendence and on the men whom =< 
tendent Bent superintends. The irregularities and abuses of the a : 
traffic Cheadle-wards are enormous. ‘The racing on the route—of - 
there is much—finds plenty of public censure, but remarkably - 
The ‘‘nursing” on the route—of which there } 
What we have pre 
has— is the oe 
dal. 


police interference. 
little, or none—finds even more condemnation. 
viously called attention to—and what nobody else oe 
loading. ‘This abuse is so great as to be of the dimensions ~ re 
Either the police are not there to notice it, or, being there, they 


i ” wi ic we are 
Whether the road is ‘‘lined” with police or not, vs 
e that there are some pe 


public, flatly, that 


to notice it. 
able to assert upon our personal experienc 


And we tell Superintendent Bent and the 


upon it. 
law a 


the disgraceful and disgusting defiance of the ae 
which is there habitually and incessantly displayed, is pany " 
only with the negligence but the connivance of the po perPon 4 
hardly an omnibus runsto Cheadle—at least, on Saturdays an 
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nd public order | 
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grantly and systematically over-loaded. What does over- 
loading mean? It means violation of the law, defiance of the repre- 
sentatives of public order, outraged passengers, oppressed horses, 
increased opportunities for servants to rob their masters, and increased 
means to bribe the police. There is a perpetual blush upon the face of 
Superintendent Bent, and it is the most fitting head-gear he could wear. 
It is a thing to blush at, to be superintendent of a body of officers whom 
every other Cheadle omnibus that runs instilts. Each of those ‘buses 
says to Superintendent Bent himself, as plainly as a bus can speak, 
“|'m more the master of your men than you are. You've never made 
their duty yet, and I don’t think you ever will.” 
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A HARVEST THANKSGIVING. 

The Bishop of Manchester preached at a harvest thanksgiving service, 
held in St. George’s Church, Pendleton, on Saturday last. In the 
course cf a sermon characterised by his usual breadth of sentiment, the 
tishop enlarged upon the question that the agricultural and manu- 
facturing interest —in fact, all interests, national and class—were 
interwoven and bound up with each other. He also said that it might 
be thought strange that in that parish, where there were so few green 
fields, a harvest thanksgiving should be held. Excellent and suitable 
for the times as were his Lordship’s observations, the harvest thanks- 
giving festival of Saturday was appropriate even in a narrower sense. 
St. George’s Church, Pendleton—or as it is more commonly known, 
Charlestown Church—was built a few years since, and is situated on the 
Pendleton New Hall Farm, the property of Mr. Fitzgerald, of Castle 
Irwell. This farm, bounded on one side by cotton mills, manufacturing 
works of various kinds, and collieries, and on the other by the river 
Irwell, shows what can be done by skill and enterprise. It grows 
excellent root and grain crops, as well as maintaining a good show of 
live stock. This year the grain crops have been the best produced for 
many years; and, owing to the fineness of the season, they were reaped, 
led, stacked, and secured in excellent condition, and in a marvellously 
short space of time. Few people would imagine that, within one mile 
of the centre of sooty Manchester, as the crow flies, there is a farm 
which for cultivation, trimness and neatness, would rival most of those 
in the more strictly agricultural parts of the country ; but /ador vincit 
omnia, and a plentiful supply of manure close at hand, has no doubt 
contributed to Mr. Higson’s (the tenant’s) success. 


THE LONDON THEATRES. 

After a dull summer season, during which many of the London 
theatres have been closed, most of them begin to show signs of activity. 
Mr. Tom Taylor's new historical play ’ 7wixt Axe and Crown, in which 
Mrs. Rousby has been so great an attraction, was withdrawn on Wed- 
nesday, having been played for two hundred successive evenings at the 
Queen's Theatre. Mr. and Mrs. Rousby have commenced a provincial 
tour, and we should be glad to see them here. The gentleman is well 

; known in Manchester, having formerly been attached to the Theatre 
Royal. The lady, who is remarkable for her personal beauty, is best 
known to us by her photographs. A few evenings since some snobs in 
one of the boxes kept up a loud conversation during the performance, to 
the annoyance of the house. As they did not desist, Mrs. Rousby 
suddenly stopped performing, and, advancing to the footlights, quietly 
asked the audience whether it was their pleasure to hear her or a portion 

of themselves. This appeal was met with thunders of applause, during 
which the offenders were glad to beat a precipitate retreat. The 

Midsummer Night's Dream, with Mr. Phelps as Bottom, a part which 

he performed with much success some years since at Sadler’s Wells, will 

: alg the Queen’s this (Saturday) evening. The state of 

range a we not permit him, we are sorry to hear, to bear 
re * sad ata provincial tour, and he will not, therefore, 

“aad se seed Miss Sidney Cowell, a young actress and 

st soapy me : : . vurgh and Liverpool, and daughter of the 

“n en “s = celebrity, will appear at the Queen s as Oberon. 

“we ep eh oa ormerly of the Manchester Prince’s Theatre, has 

sey, Sores - y oe at the Olympic in Mr. Tom Taylor s new 

a tha — Handsome Does. As we anticipated, Mr. 
Sides. thee a great hit in the part of Matthew Fleming, the old 
; , y Lane will open next Saturday with Mr. Andrew 


SS 





examples, even total abstaining examples, are—like all practical 





Halliday’s new dramatised version of Aznilworth. At the Prince of 
Wales’s Theatre there seems to be no ‘‘ solution of continuity" for Miss 
Maria Wilton and her clever company. Mr. T. W. Robertson's play, 
M. P., appears likely to be as successful as were Caste and School, each 
of which was performed for upwards of twelve months. So far as we 
are concerned, the worst of this success is, that it prevents Miss Wilton 
fulfilling her promised visit to Manchester. 
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[STUDIES IN NATURAL HISTORY. ] 


THE PUBLIC TEETOTALLER. 


HE association of the word teetotaller with the word public 
may not be considered a happy title, but I don’t know 

very well in what other form to put it. I have a word to say 
about the votaries of the noble art of abstaining as contradis- 
tinguished from the noble art of drinking; not, however, about 
the abstainers who do so quietly and unostentatiouly, but rather 
about those who are perpetually putting their tongues out in 
order that society may see that these organs are not furred with 
brandy. Consequently I wish to emphasize the public character 
of the particular teetotallers that I have in view—that is to say, 
the champions of the craft—who are a band of brothers, and 
who are constantly quivering with loose poetry, as if their 
versification were the result of unripe fruit, or of lemonade that 
had met with reverses in love. I cannot stop to clear myself of 
the imputation of jeering at good men or a good cause. I would 
answer such an imputation by saying that a drunken brand 
snatched from the burning is a notch to a man’s credit in the 
innings of his life, and that to attempt to caricature such an 
achievement would bea sin. I would say, further, that sober 


examples—of immense use in the world and may do good, must 
do good in the long run; but that an ever-beating drum of precept 
stifling the example and drowning the practice with rub-a-dub- 
dubs is not a lovely mode of going about doing good. 

I have watched the teetotaller who aspires to take part in 
“the movement,” as he calls it, for many years, and I think I 
know him. If I do not know him it is not his fault, for he is 
constantly introducing himself as a person of unexceptionable 
character and defiant of competition. If he have been a teeto- 
taller from his youth, and never even in his babyhood received an 
inner baptism of gin for spasms or infantile wind, the chances 
are that he grows up into a perfect moral hurricane at twenty- 
one. He glares like a railway signal at a glass of beer, and his 
paths drop rancid fatness when he inveighs against a pale sherry 
or an elderly port. A more cantankerous animal there is not in 
the world than such a public teetotaller. Other men—all men, 
except commercial travellers—sink their calling on occasion ; 
the clergy run away from the wicked man, and the officer of 
dragoons takes refuge in civilian costume ; but the teetotaller is 
always in a state of “ Kriegsbereitschaft,” as the Germans call 
it; he is armed to the teeth, and incessantly brandishing his 
arms and showing his teeth. When he says that he is never 
thirsty he is a liar, for he thirsts for the blood of all those who 
do not follow his example, and he would only speak the truth 
when he affirmed that he never imbibed anything stronger than 
blood. I know a teetotaller, and could without difficulty touch 
him with my finger—though I hope you will believe me when | 
say that I would never lay a hand upon him—who is the cruellest 
man I ever met, and who, in his public and even private 
demeanour towards those who drink anything but water, is little 
short of a rampant demon—a demon in his looks, and a devil in 
his imputations—a black vault of bile and acrid venom—wild 
and furious and vengeful. I only wish that Gustave Doré could 
paint him; or that Mr. Lachlan M’Lachlan could take his 
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better than ecither—Mr. Shields, with his vivid insight into the 
essence of things, and his quick flashings of character, would 
give this teetotaller, as I see him, and as you may see him, his 
due. 

When I pass this gaunt and hungry-visaged fanatic in the 
street, | disbelieve the child’s history, that all the wild wolves in 
I-ngland have been destroyed. 1 saw this public teetotaller 
altercating one day with a drunkard in the street, and I was 
surprised that he did not tear the latter limb from limb. He 
did not remonstrate with the drunkard : he abused him. The 
drunkard tried to fix him with a beery glance, and to smile fit- 
fully at his persecutor as if in deprecation of his wrath ; then he 
fanned at the teetotaller with his hand, as if the teetotaller were 
a woman to whom he would have said, “ Pray, Goody, try to 
moderate the of your tongue,” at the same time 
trying to shake one of the fore paws of the wolf. But finding 
that the latter was impervious to pity, the drunkard pulled him- 
all in one word—*“ Yer-no-gennelman- 
and-yer’m-just-go-tell.”. He has not gone, for 1 saw him in 
Market Street only the other day. I wonder if the Bishop of 
Manchester were to meet Mr. Bradlaugh casually in St. Ann’s 
Square, and were to break out on the instant, in Mr. Brad- 
laugh’s presence, into a volley of abuse of that gentleman and 
his principles, what would be said of the expediency, not to say 
the good taste of such a game? 1 am aware that in the ethics 
of teetotallers the axioms of philosophy are upset, and that 
Christianity as a whole is considered less than teetotalism as a 
part; that the most blameless life, the most enduring charity, 
are scum and dross beside the lurid glare of these brazen tablets 
of teetotalism ; but are we to tolerate from these men a treat- 
ment which no minister of the Gospel who respected his hearers 
or himself would dare to inaugurate? Why should the teetotalier 
be allowed to tell me in a mixed company, and under the agis 
of social communion, that I am plunging my soul into Hades 
because | will not abstain from wine, <A teetotal shepherd on 
the rampage, with lots of colly teetotalers barking at and tearing 
the wool of the sheep of his pasture, may be a pleasing spectacle 
to the gods, but one cannot very easily account for the predi- 
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lection of the gods if he be. 

There is nothing in the features of these enthusiastic tee- 
totalers, taking them as a class, to indicate that their mission— 
as they call it—is a beneficent one. They may be healthy, 
physically, but their faces, as a rule, appear to me to be inflamed 
with bad passions and a wilful truculence like that of a high- 
spirited butcher who was in the habit of slaying swine. To 
suppose that cheerfulness and light-heartedness are the con- 
comitants of water drinking is—if these men be examples—a 
monstrous hypothesis. ‘hey look as heavy and sodden in their 
public displays as an undertaker who has been requested by a 
mean relative to do a cheap funeral. If it were not for the 
invariable brass band, without which teetotallers never can be 
got publicly to breathe the circumambient air, they would be 
the most melancholy of spectacles. They always have a brass 
band when they want to inter one of their band of brothers— 
as if he belonged to a brass band of brothers—as very often no 
doubt he did. On these occasions they are generally favoured 
by the weather in a pluvial sense, and they delight to sit on 
stools of example on a lurry in black dress-coats made glossier 
by the rain. 1 remember on a recent Saturday when this city 
was all astir with the brothers, brass bands in black dress-coats 
came crashing out of numberless side streets, and the poor 
gentleman who was being carried to his long home might have 
been the umpire in a brazen contest of wind instruments and 
bulging drums, so terrible were the blare and tromboning around 
his grave. If the whole business had not been a monstrous 
inflation and hurly-burly, I should have fancied that a quiet 





nL 
procession of appreciating friends would have been a serener 
finish to the earthly career of the deceased. Coaches ful] of 
brothers; whitechapels ditto ; a seedy and disused omnibus with 
female brothers inside ; a dissolute low phaeton with brothers’ coat- 
tails hanging over the back seat like broad orchids ; a brass band 
with blue scarves like the provisional government of a Republic 
blowing themselves into office; Alderman Toast and the City 
Surveyor of grids ; the boys and girls of the Alicampane Infant 
Schools, headed by the master and matron, Mr. Wale and Mrs, 
Balmer ; the society of St. Dunstan and the Rey. Otto Pincers ; 
a lurry-load of advanced females—advanced in years, and 
abstinence, and obstinacy ; the ladies of the Gamp Reformatory, 
two and two, in “ Hansoms ;” the Obstetric Abstainers on 
horseback ; another brass band with military caps, in a char-a- 
banc, with the battle of the Alma painted all along the sides and 
a tiger skin on the box—the tiger having lent it for the day ; all 
these insignia of departed teetotal worth were supposed to be 
necessary, adequately to display temperance at these obsequies, 
No drunkard who ever lived or died could possibly, in the 
wildest delirium of his vice, have conceived such a caricature, or _ 
if he did, would nothave been sobered by the conception, 
Such spectacles ought to make any man sober, but they ought | 
not necessarily to make him a total abstainer, as, I presume, | 
the spectacle in question was intended to assist in doing, 
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[RAMBLES IN LAKELAND.] 


ESTHWAITE, CONISTON, AND 
GRASMERE. 
BY A LADY. 


HE sweet hours of the morning. There is nothing on earth so 

sweet as the morning. It is the youth of the day, and the childhood 
of all things is beautiful. The unpolluted freshness of infancy hangs 
about the dawn ; the air seems to whisper of innocence and truth. The 
very light is instinct with youth and speaks of hope. Who is there 
that enjoys beauty and brightness and does not love the morning? 
Thus, as nearly as memory can reproduce it, wrote one of the purest and 
best of our novelists ; and how heartily we endorsed the sentiment as 
we stepped gaily over the rolling ground that lies between the westem 
shore of Windermere and Esthwaite Water. 

We were bound for a pleasant walk, which was to occupy two days; 
not one of your easy strolls of sixteen or seventeen miles that enthusiastic 
writers of guide books dismiss contemptuously as a light affair to be got 
over before breakfast, but a pastime such as ladies might share, and be | 
none the worse for it. In many a field the rich crop of grain lay thickly 
piled in sheaves,—a glorious promise of future plenty,—and amongst 
them the farmers’ friends, the rvoks, stalked in their glossy plumage, 
conscious perhaps that their spring labours had contributed no little | 
towards its production. Passing through Sawrey, a village some of 
whose houses seemed so old that their walls might have echoed with the | 
tidings of Bosworth Field, we gained the crest of the ascent. At our | 
feet lay Esthwaite Water set in a frame of emerald meadows, glisten'ng 
in the morning sun. The shrill clarion of the curlew rang from its | 
margin, and the lazy cattle with calm contentment viewed their shaggy 
faces in that transparent mirror. What a picture for war ministers and 
ambitious statesmen to have gazed at! Would it have taught them 


any lessons worth the learning? Probably not ; for the sins and follies 
It were much to be wished, | 
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of men sometimes need national pruning. 
however, that the head gardeners would som 
if only to correct over-use of the knife. yon 
This pretty sheet of water, if situated in any other part * | 
kingdom, would be worth a pilgrimage ; but here, i Lakeland, wh 
like some village belle at a county ball, and comparisons ¥ 
unfavourable to the Lake as they would probably be to the lady. eo 
however, are lovers of all these miniature Mediterraneans, and ss 
are apt to be partial. Still, if size, form, colour, and erpege _ | 
make beauty, Esthwaite is beautiful. But Hawkshead lies | 
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and a thin perpendicular column of smoke rising from the chimneys of 
the Red Lion reminded us somewhat painfully that even tourists mu t 
breakfast. An hour or so afterwards our host accompanied us to the 
a “To Coniston, ladies?” he said, interrogatively. We bowed 
=. “ Be sure when you reach the summit of the hill to take the 
oat on the right. It is rough, and a trifle steep, but it will bring you 
to one of the prettiest tarns in the district, and, in my thinking, to as 
beautiful a view as you are likely to see this many a day. ; Following 
the directions of our host, the path grew more and more wild. Heath, 
jing, and the globular heads of the scabious formed a pleasant exchange 
for the dusty road, and, when we least expected it, a sudden dip in the 
ground showed us a scene that well deserved the Red Lion's enconium. 
We stood on the summit of the hills, sixteen or seventeen hundred fect 
above the valley below ; so this lonely tarn held quite a high position 
in the world. What a mirror it was! The purple banks seemed to grow 
again beneath its surface ; every spray, every petal was reproduced ; 
whilst innumerable white water-lilies in full blossom edged it from end 
toend with a border of beauty and perfume. But it was not the tarn 

only whose praises had been sung at the Lion. Our host had spoken+ 
of the wild and varied view of rock and mountain to be seen from the 
















































™ grassy mound where we stood, and with one voice we endorsed his 
z opinion that it might well be many a day before we saw anything more 

lovely. It was all down-hill work now, and merrily we sped through 
t fun and heather, through coppice and meadow, over the three miles that 
» | ‘ lay between us and Coniston, and no whit weary were we when we took 


our light knapsacks from our shoulders, and sa: down in the ladies’ 
room at Waterhead Hotel to consider what was to be done next. 

Even in Lakeland there are few more pleasant inns than this at the 
head of Coniston. Backed by Wetherlam and the O]d Man, it stands 
in a well-kept lawn and shrubbery of its own, which stretches to the 
green margin of the lake. Shady seats, lovely flowers, winding walks 
\ invited us, and taking a volume from the table, and some work from 
our pockets, we made pretence of being busy, whereas we really sat in 
lazy ood, drinking in the beauty that was so lavishly scattered round 









1 $0 us, Our body-guard yawned portentously at this state of things, and 
ood asked if he could be spared; presently we saw him tearing off to the 
ngs boats with a rod over his shoulder, and felt awful misgivings as to 
The whether he would return in time for the last trip made by the gondola 
here that evening round the lake. When the clock struck two, our doubts 
ing? assumed the character of a panic; at half-past, we were furious; but at 
and the moment we had resolved to drag the monster from his selfish amuse- 
nt as ment, he came round the laurel hedge under which we were sitting with 
stern | a quick step, a radiant face, and a long string of perch in his hand, 
which we were unwillingly compelled to admire before he could be 
days ; induced to move towards the steamer that lay panting and puffing at the 
siastic | bottom of the meadow. Steam is generally a mistake on lakes ; but 
be got ‘here it was an exception. We were beyond the reach of daily excursion 
nd be trains. Neither brass band nor bottled porter were here to annoy us. 
hickly | There was no crowd, smoke, or the din of machinery. In fact, the 
nongst | gondola was a most luxurious barge, worthy of the lord mayor or 
image, | | Ceupatra, and had she been built a couple of thousand years aso 
> little | | would, with her gay mouldings, gilded figure-head, and silken hangings, 
ome of | | have been just the thing to have taken a prominent place in a memorable 
vith the | | Water party that once came off on the Cnidus. 
At our || | Coniston is by no means the largest or most interesting of the lakes. 
stening | Its form wants many elements of beauty. There are no bays or leafy 
rom Hs | P2montories round which new pictures appear. The two or three 
shaggy | islands it contains are so close to the edge as to lose half their character, 
ers amd | | aad though the eastern shores are lofty and well wooded,’-and. the 
ht them | ) “stern all fern, heath, and rock, they are not very striking, particu- 
nl follies | nn to those who have seen Ullswater, Bassenthwaite, or Derwentwater. 
wished, | he finest view is seen from its southern boundary, and they must be 
n fingers | ow '0 please whose hearts are not stirred by the scene before them— 
i. | iseruce, . green water; the rich savannah backed by the Old 
ind, it 8 | | reign around Sot a the aspect of profound peace that seemed to 
oot ie mo Old Man, barren though he looks, is rich in copper, 
s We | + Ae ities of which are annually washed in the mountain streams, 
i ra | ac . mine _ tells heavily against the fish, Here, a very few 
n ma | oo. —, t were obtained in better condition and greater abund- 
Ling a | rrahoan cleewhere, Buttermere excepted ; now, however, they are 
at - 45 rare as bustards on Salisbury Plain.’ Alfred Tennyson loved 
—— —=— ii 





tis lake, and we may well revere it for his sake; ‘* perhaps he learned 
hs beautiful Echo Song amongst the wondrous reverberations of the 
Old Man.” ‘ 

On the following morning the sun called us early, peeping at us so 
impertinently that we felt obliged to rise. Two or three hours later we 
took a farewell glance of green Coniston, and turning our backs 
unwillingly on the dark mountains, under whose shadow we slept 5° 
well, wended our way towards Grasmere. Yewdale is fair, but we 
speed through it in order to linger in Tilberthwaite. There is the mur- 
muring beck for ever wrangling with the rocks that zwé// get in his way ; 
above are crag and cone; boulders and fern with heather in all the 
prodigality of bloom, and larches waving their graceful arms. Anon 
we cross the stream, springing from boulder to boulder ; strike a bridle- 
path on the opposite fell, and mount through a world of blossom and 
b-auty till we gain the summit level, and see beneath, Langdale Tarn ; 
the Pikes in all their majesty ; Dungeon Ghyll; the long, winding moun- 
tain road that leads to Ambleside ; and vales, and fertile uplands, and 
wooded crags, far as the eye can follow. Langdale Tarn is but a 
mirror, yet what glass ever reflected so much beauty, dark or 
bright, smiling or frowning, grave or gay, according to the 
himour of the hour? The parsley fern, restricted in its habitat, 
is here at home, and for the last five miles has peepec at us from the 
side of every rock, and in two or three instances, we found it lining the 
western face of some moorland walls with unbroken verdure for a 
hundred yards together. And now our last ascent has been gained, we 
turn for a moment to view the chain of Elterwater and then over the 
crest to Loughrigg terrace. For some time our vision eastward had 
been bounded by this rocky edge. We heard that a land of promise 
lay behind, and expected a Canaan, with hills, and vales, and brooks of 
water, but had not deemed Eden was there. Once more, beautiful 
Winderemere with all its life and shunshine was spread before us ; Rydal 
in its rocky basin was there ; whilst Grasmere slept secure in the arms 
of the turfy hills that on every side looked down on its shining 
bosom. Many a tributary dale and ravine branched off from the main 
channel, whilst the long white road became narrowed to a thread cre 
it crossed Dunmail Raise, and held its unseen course to Keswick. 

At the margin of Grasmere our walk terminated. It might have been 
nine miles, probably a trifle less ; yet it would be difficult to find more 
and more varied beauty in an equal space. As evening came down, we 
sat beneath the yew ina corner of the quiet church-yard, and on a simple 
upright slab of slate read the names of William Wordsworth and Mary 
Wordsworth. No epitaph was there—no eulogy—no panegyric. Thesé 
are best read in his simple, loving life, and in the volumes our sons and 
daaghters will study. They, further removed from the fervid and 
passionate poetry that in the commencement of the century fired the 
hearts of our fathers, will perhaps appreciate more justly than we of the 
middle period its excellence and simplicity. Be this as it may, the stars 
came forth as we sat on that low wall—the stars he loved so well, and 
beneath their light we retraced our steps to the Prince of Wales Hotel, 
to tread again in dreamland the walk from Ferryside to Grasmere. 
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WHAT TO EAT AND HOW TO 
COOK IT. 


CONCLUDING CHAPTER: TEA AND SUPPER. 





s HOOSE not alone a proper mate,”’ says the old saw, anent 


matrimonial arrangements, “ but proper time to marry,” and we 
may adopt the sense and wisdom of it with respect to the matters of 
which we have treated under our present title, and suggest that after you 
have procured the ‘‘ raw material,” and, either under our advice or that 
of some other competent minister to the palate, had it subjected to 
suitable culinary confection, there is still something else to be done with 
it, which is indeed the end and object of all the previous care and pro- 
ceedings. It has to be eaten, and at times suitable for it and the 
stomach. For all these, taken together, form the important science of 
gastronomy, a science which not only contributes to the enjoyment of 
the present moment, but involves the improvement and preservation of 
one’s health, and the consequent prolongation of life. These are only 
s:cured by duly replenishing the daily waste of the human frame with 
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better than either—Mr. Shields, with his vivid insight into the 
essence of things, and his quick flashings of character, would 
give this teetotaller, as I see him, and as you may see him, his 
aqaue, 

When I pass this gaunt and hungry-visaged fanatic in the 
street, | disbelieve the child’s history, that all the wild wolves in 
I:ngland have been destroyed. 1 saw this public teetotaller 
altereating one day with a drunkard in the street, and I was 
surprised that he did not tear the latter limb from limb. He 
did not remonstrate with the drunkard ; he abused him. The 
drunkard tried to fix him with a beery glance, and to smile fit- 
fully at his persecutor as if in deprecation of his wrath ; then he 
fanned at the teetotallér with his hand, as if the teetotaller were 
a woman to whom he would have said, “ Pray, Goody, try to 
moderate the your tongue,” at the same time 
trying to shake one of the fore paws of the wolf. But finding 
that the latter was impervious to pity, the drunkard pulled him- 
all in one word—* Yer-no-gennelman- 
and-yer'm-just-go-tell.”. He has not gone, for 1 saw him in 
Market Street only the other day. 1 wonder if the Bishop of 
Manchester were to meet Mr. Bradlaugh casually in St. Ann’s 
Square, and were to break out on the instant, in Mr. Brad- 
laugh’s presence, into a volley of abuse of that gentleman and 
his principles, what would be said of the expediency, not to say 
the good taste of such a game? 1 am aware that in the ethics 
of teetotallers the axioms of philosophy are upset, and that 
Christianity as a whole is considered less than teetotalism as a 
part; that the most blameless life, the most enduring charity, 
are scum and dross beside the lurid glare of these brazen tablets 
of tectotalism ; but are we to tolerate from these men a treat- 
ment which no minister of the Gospel who respected his hearers 
or himself would dare to inaugurate? Why should the teetotalier 
be allowed to tell me in a mixed company, and under the agis 
of social communion, that 1 am plunging my soul into Hades 
because | will not abstain from wine. A teetotal shepherd on 
the rampage, with lots of colly teetotalers barking at and tearing 
the wool of the sheep of his pasture, may be a pleasing spectacle 
to the gods, but one cannot very easily account for the predi- 


rancour of 


self toyether, and said 


lection of the gods if he be. 

There is nothing in the features of these enthusiastic tee- 
totalers, taking them as a class, to indicate that their mission— 
as they call it They may be healthy, 
physically, but their faces, as a rule, appear to me to be inflamed 
with bad passions and a wilful truculence like that of a high- 
spirited butcher who was in the habit of slaying swine. To 
suppose that cheerfulness and light-heartedness are the con- 
comitants of water drinking is—if these men be examples—a 
monstrous hypothesis. ‘hey look as heavy and sodden in their 
public displays as an undertaker who has been requested by a 
mean relative to do a cheap funeral. If it were not for the 
invariable brass band, without which teetotallers never can be 
got publicly to breathe the circumambient air, they would be 
They always have a brass 
band when they want to inter one of their band of brothers— 
as very often no 
doubt he did. On these occasions they are generally favoured 
by the weather in a pluvial sense, and they delight to sit on 


is a beneficent one. 


the most melancholy of spectacles. 


as if he belonged to a brass band of brothers 


stools of example on a lurry in black dress-coats made glossier 
by the rain. I remember on a recent Saturday when this city 
was all astir with the brothers, brass bands in black dress-coats 
came crashing out of numberless side streets, and the poor 
gentleman who was being carried to his long home might have 
been the umpire in a brazen contest of wind instruments and 
bulging drums, so terrible were the blare and tromboning around 
his grave. If the whole business had not been a monstrous 
inflation and huriy-burly, 1 should have fancied that a quiet 





pa 





procession of appreciating friends would have been a serener 
finish to the earthly career of the deceased. Coaches full of 
brothers; whitechapels ditto ; a seedy and disused omnibus with 
female brothers inside ; a dissolute low phaeton with brothers’ coat- 
tails hanging over the back seat like broad orchids ; a brass band 
with blue scarves like the provisional government of a Republic 
blowing themselves into office; Alderman Toast and the City 
Surveyor of grids ; the boys and girls of the Alicampane Infant 
Schools, headed by the master and matron, Mr. Wale and Mrs, 
Balmer ; the society of St. Dunstan and the Rev. Otto Pincers ; 
a lurry-load of advanced females—advanced in years, and 
abstinence, and obstinacy ; the ladies of the Gamp Reformatory, 
two and two, in “ Hansoms ;” the Obstetric Abstainers on 
horseback ; another brass band with military caps, in a char-a- 
banc, with the battle of the Alma painted all along the sides and 
a tiger skin on the box—the tiger having lent it for the day ; all 
these insignia of departed teetotal worth were supposed to be 
necessary, adequately to display temperance at these obsequies, 
No drunkard who ever lived or died could possibly, in the 


wildest delirium of his vice, have conceived such a caricature, or 


if he did, would nothave been sobered by the conception, 
Such spectacles ought to make any man sober, but they ought 
not necessarily to make him a total abstainer, as, 1 presume, 
the spectacle in question was intended to assist in doing. 


> 





[RAMBLES IN LAKELAND.] 
ESTHWAITE, CONISTON, AND 
GRASMERE. 


BY A LADY. 


IIE sweet hours of the morning. There is nothing on earth so 

sweet as the morning. It is the youth of the day, and the childhood 
of all things is beautiful. The unpolluted freshness of infancy hangs 
about the dawn ; the air seems to whisper of innocence and truth. The 
very light is instinct with youth and speaks of hope. Who is there 
that enjoys beauty and brightness and does not love the morning? 
Thus, as nearly as memory can reproduce it, wrote one of the purest and 
best of our novelists ; and how heartily we endorsed the sentiment as 
we stepped gaily over the rolling ground that lies between the westem 
shore of Windermere and Esthwaite Water. 

We were bound for a pleasant walk, which was to occupy two days; 
not one of your easy strolls of sixteen or seventeen miles that enthusiastic 
writers of guide books dismiss contemptuously as a light affair to be got 
over before breakfast, but a pastime such as ladies might share, and be 
none the worse for it. In many a field the rich crop of grain lay thickly 
piled in sheaves,—a glorious promise of future plenty,—and amongst 
them the farmers’ friends, the rvoks, stalked in their glossy plumage, 
conscious perhaps that their spring labours had contributed no little 
towards its production. Passing through Sawrey, a village some of 
whose houses seemed so old that their walls might have echoed with the 
tidings of Bosworth Field, we gained the crest of the ascent. At our 
feet lay Esthwaite Water set in a frame of emerald meadows, glistening 
in the morning sun. The shrill clarion of the curlew rang from its 
margin, and the lazy cattle with calm contentment viewed their shaggy 
faces in that transparent mirror. What a picture for war ministers and 
ambitious statesmen to have gazed at! Would it have taught them 
Probably not ; for the sins and follies 


any lessons worth the learning ? ished 
It were much to be wished, 


of men sometimes need national pruning. 
however, that the head gardeners would sometimes cut their own fingers 
if only to correct over-use of the knife. £ the 

This pretty sheet of water, if situated in any other part of 
kingdom, would be worth a pilgrimage ; but here, in Lakeland, tb 
like some village belle at a county ball, and comparisons — | 
unfavourable to the Lake as they would probably be to the lady. "% | 
however, are lovers of all these miniature Mediterrancans, and a | 
are apt to be partial. Still, if size, form, colour, and surroundings, 
make beauty, Esthwaite is beautiful. But 
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and a thin perpendicular column of smoke rising from the chimneys of 


the Red Lion remi 


nded us somewhat painfully that even tourists mu t 


breakfast. An hour or so afterwards our host accompanied us to the 
r _— . . . , 
door. * To Coniston, ladies?” he said, interrogatively. We bowed 


assent. 
road on the right. 


to 


one of the prettiest tarns in t 


“Be sure when you reach the summit of the hill to take the 
It is rough, and a trifle steep, but it will bring you 
he district, and, in my thinking, to as 


beautiful a view as you are likely to see this many a day.” Following 
the directions of our host, the path grew more and more wild. Heath, 


ling, 


and the globular heads of the scabious formed a pleasant exchange 


for the dusty road, and, when we least expected it, a sudden dip in the 


ground sho 


wed us a scene that well deserved the Red Lion’s enconium. 


We stood on the summit of the hills, sixteen or seventeen hundred fect 
above the valley below ; so this lonely tarn held quite a high position 
in the world. What a mirror it was! The purple banks szemed to grow 
again beneath its surface ; every spray, every petal was reproduced ; 


whi 


toend with a border of beauty and perfume. 
only whose praises had been sung at the Lion. Our host had spoken- 


ist innumerable white water-lilies in full blossom edged it from end 
But it was not the tarn 


of the wild and varied view of rock and mountain to be seen from the 
grassy mound where we stood, and with one voice we endorsed his 
opinion that it might well be many a day before we saw anything more 
lovely. It was all down-hill work now, and merrily we sped through 
fem and heather, through coppice and meadow, over the three miles that 
lay between us and Coniston, and no whit weary were we when we took 
our light knapsacks from our shoulders, and sa: down in the ladies’ 
room at Waterhead Hotel to consider what was to be done next. 

Even in Lakeland there are few more pleasant inns than this at the 
head of Coniston. Backed by Wetherlam and the O]d Man, it stands 
in a well-kept lawn and shrubbery of its own, which stretches to the 
green margin of the lake. Shady seats, lovely flowers, winding walks 
invited us, and taking a volume from the table, and some work from 
our pockets, we nade pretence of being bysy, whereas we really sat in 
lazy mood, drinking in the beauty that was so lavishly scattered round 
us, Our body-guard yawned portentously at this state of things, and 
asked if he could be spared; presently we saw him tearing off to the 
boats with a rod over his shoulder, and felt awful misgivings as to 
whether he would return in time for the last trip made by the gondola 
When the clock struck two, our doubts 
assumed the character of a panic; at half-past, we were furious; but at 
the moment we had resolved to drag the muaster from his selfish amuse- 
ment, he came round the Jaurel hedge under which we were sitting with 
a quick step, 2 radiant face, and a long string of perch in his hand, 
which we were unwillingly compelled to admire before he could be 
induced to move towards the steamer that lay panting and puffing at the 
bottom of the meadow. Steam is generally a mistake on lakes ; but 
here it was an exception, We were beyond the reach of daily excursion 
trains. Neither brass band nor bottled porter were here to annoy us. 
There was no crowd, smoke, or the din of machinery. In fact, the 
gondola was a most luxurious barge, worthy of the lord mayor or 
Cleopatra, and had she been built a couple of thousand years aso 
would, with her gay mouldings, gilded figure-head, and silken hangings, 
have been just the thing to have taken a prominent place in a memorable 


that evening round the lake. 


| 


|| Coniston is 


|, Water party that oace came off on the Cnidus. 
by no means the largest or most interesting of the lakes. 


Its form wants many elements of beauty. There are no bays or leafy 
P>montories round which new pictures appear. The two or three 
islands it contains are so close to the edge as to lose half their character, 


Western all fern, heath 
larly to those who have 
The finest view is seen fr 
difficult to please whose h 


| Man and Wetherlam, and the 


reign around. The Old Man, 
large quantities of which a 
4d this mine water tells 
| Years since, char were obt 
| ance than elsewhere, 
Ost as 


x — - 


—< <<< 


Fare as bustards on Salisbury Plain. 


| aud though the eastern shores are lofty and well wooded, and the 
,» and rock, they are not very striking, particu- 
seen Ullswater, Bassenthwaite, or Derwentwater. 
om its southern boundary, and they must be 
rg earts are not stirred by the scene before them— 

ig stretch of green water ; the rich savannah backed by the Old 


aspect of profound peace that seemed to 
barren though he looks, is rich in copper, 


re annually washed in the mountain streams, 
heavily against the fish. 
ained in better condition and greater abund- 
Buttermere excepted ; now, however, they are 
' Alfred Tennyson loved 


Here, a very few 





“is lake, and we may well revere it for his sake; ‘‘ perhaps he learned 
hs beautiful Echo Song amongst the wondrous reverberations of the 
Old Man.” q 

On the following morning the sun called us early, peeping at us so 
impertinently that we felt obliged to rise. Two or three hours later we 
took a farewell glance of green Coniston, and turning our backs 
unwillingly on the dark mountains, under whose shadow we slept 5° 
well, wended our way towards Grasmere. Yewdale is fair, but we 
speed through it in order to linger in Tilberthwaite. There is the mur- 
muring beck for ever wrangling with the rocks that wé// get in his way ; 
above are crag and cone; boulders and fern with heather in all the 
prodigality of bloom, and larches waving their graceful arms. Anon 
we cross the stream, springing from boulder to boulder ; strike a bridle- 
path on the opposite fell, and mount through a world of blossom and 
b-auty till we gain the summit level, and see beneath, Langdale Tarn ; 
the Pikes in all their majesty; Dungeon Ghyll; the long, winding moun- 
tain road that leads to Ambleside ; and vales, and fertile uplands, and 
wooded crags, far as the eye can follow. Langdale Tarn is but a 
mirror, yet what glass ever reflected so much beauty, dark or 
bright, smiling or frowning, grave or gay, according to the 
himour of the hour? ‘The parsley fern, restricted in its habitat, 
is here at home, and for the last five miles has peepec at us from the 
side of every rock, and in two or three instances, we found it lining the 
western face of some moorland walls with unbroken verdure for a 
hundred yards together. And now our last ascent has been gained, we 
turn for a moment to view the chain of Elterwater and then over the 
crest to Loughrigg terrace. For some time our vision eastward had 
been bounded by this rocky edge. We heard that a land of promise 
lay behind, and expected a Canaan, with hills, and vales, and brooks of 
water, but had not deemed Eden was there. Once more, beautiful 
Winderemere with all its life and shunshine was spread before us ; Rydal 
in its rocky basin was there ; whilst Grasmere slept secure in the arms 
of the turfy hills that on every side looked duwn on its shining 
bosom. Many a tributary dale and ravine branched off from the main 
channel, whilst the long white road became narrowed to a thread cre 
it crossed Dunmail Raise, and held its unseen course to Keswick. 

At the margin of Grasmere our walk terminated. It might have been 
nine miles, probably a trifle less ; yet it would be difficult to find more 
and more varied beauty in an equal space. As evening came down, we 
sat beneath the yew ina corner of the quiet church-yard, and on a simple 
upright slab of slate read the names of William Wordsworth and Mary 
Wordsworth. No epitaph was there—no eulogy—ne panegyric. These 
are best read in his simple, loving life, and in the volumes our sons and 
daaghters will study. They, further removed from the fervid and 
passionate poetry that in the commencement of the century fired the 
hearts of our fathers, will perhaps appreciate more justly than we of the 
middle period its excellence and simplicity. Be this as it may, the stars 
came forth as we sat on that low wall—the stars he loved so well, and 
beneath their light we retraced our steps to the Prince of Wales Hotel, 
to tread again in dreamland the walk from Ferryside to Grasmere. 


we —_— 


WHAT TO EAT AND HOW TO 
: COOK IT. 


CONCLUDING CHAPTER: TEA AND SUPPER, 





= HOOSE not alone a proper mate,” says the old saw, anent 


matrimonial arrangements, “ but proper time to marry,” and we 
may adopt the sense and wisdom of it with respect to the matters of 
which we have treated under our present title, and suggest that after you 
have procured the ‘‘ raw material,” and, either under our advice or that 
of some other competent minister to the palate, had it subjected to 
suitable culinary confection, there is still something else to be done with 
it, which is indeed the end and object of all the previous care and pro- 
ceedings. It has to be’ eaten, and at times suitable for it and the 
stomach. For all these, taken together, form the important science of 
gastronomy, a science which not only contributes to the enjoyment of 
the present moment, but involves the improvement and preservation of 
one’s health, and the consequent prolongation of life. These are only 
s:cured by duly replenishing the daily waste of the human frame with 
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materials which contain the greatest amount of nutriment and are the 
easiest of digestion, 

There are people, not so many as commonly supposed, who, with the 
appetite of a cormorant and the digestion of an ostrich, thoughtlessly 
and eagerly devour whatever is set before them. These will quote the 
old line, ‘f Where ignorance is bliss, ‘tis folly to be wise’’—a plausible 
but fallacious maxim. Common and ill-dressed food costs at least as 
much as that which is judiciously selected and cooked upun scientific 
principles, oftentimes more ; and we have all along insisted upon the 
principle of strict economy. Get what you can afford, we say ; get that 
which your purse will warrant, and have it dressed as well as you know 
how, and in as many different ways as you can contrive to learn, for 
variety is one of the greatest charms to the palate. Nature is infinite in 
variety. Who ever saw two trees, even two leaves of a tree, exactly 
alike? Itis all very well to have all your table-forks of the same 
pattern, but this does not necessarily imply that the morsels they take 
up, should be of the same size and flavour ! 

But all this, as we have also insisted, is to be at home, The high- 
priced, flavourless, imitation delicacy of the ambitious restaurant empties 
your purse and fills you with remorse, or ought to do, while the humbler 
seven-penny dining-room is in no whit behind in plundering you to the 
extent of fifty per cent of your apparently modest outlay, or more. 
You can only have these things at home. So arrange your business 
matters accordingly, for, after all, a man must first de, in which is of 
course implied the continuing of his existence, before he can sell calicoes, 
or make machinery, or indulge in any other of the commercial delights 
now in vogue, and your household will rejoice with you, as it was 
enjoined of old that it should. These remarks don’t however, apply 
exclusively to dinner. ‘* There’s pippins and cheese,” that is, tea and 
supper, to come. 

** Waiter!" said an economical individual on entering an inn one 
evening, “How much do you charge for dinner?” “ Two-and-sixpence, 
** And how much for supper?” ‘*‘ Eighteen-pence, 
**Oh, then, bring me supper!’ This, how- 
ever, happened, we fancy, some time since. Another meal—a nonde- 
script sort of affair—has of late years come into vogue. It is in a 
manner the invention of necessity. We can’t say we admire it; but it 
has occasionally its conveniences, and, after all, it exists as an institu- 
It is the 


sir,” was the reply. 


sir,” answered William. 


tion almost, and we cannot, therefore, refuse to recognize it. 
**thick tea ;"’ otherwise tea and “something to it”—a sort of com- 
bination of tea and supper. That good old-fashioned affair—supp2r—has 
It is, of course, a relic of the old times, 


suffered serious attacks lately. 
The early dinner is 


when early dining was the custom everywhere. 
here, by the exigencies of business, still preserved ; and the healthiest 
system is, we maintain, to follow this with tea—between five and six. 
Not a heavy tea, however. Tea and muffins, if you like; or tea and 
toast, or bread and butter, but spare us the loaf, if you please. The 
(Queen is, we believe, accountable for the loaf on the table, and the long 
skirts which have cumbered the ground from 1840, or so, to within the 
past year. The ancles have begun to reappear, thank goodness ! but 
the loaf has, we fear, almost become acclimatized in the breakfast room. 

There is less excuse for the heavy tea now, than there was thirty years 
ago. ‘Then, the home-trade warehouses burnt gas against one another 
in “the rooms,”’ which were kept unsheeted till the clock seven, even in 
the dullest of seasons ; and it was half-past seven or near eight, before 
the “ young men "’ could get home, if they went direct thither. But the 
case is very different now, and an early tea is easily obtainable by those 
who do not prefer to talk over the latest telegrams in a smokey atmos- 
phere at the Royal Thatched Head Hotel. 

There is one view of the thick tea, in which it certainly appears in a 
its tendency to sobriety, not necessarily and absolutely, 
but inducive. Suppose a detachment of workmen go out to a country 
tavern under the guidance of Captain Manager and his foremen lieu- 
tenants, to have a feed of some kind, by way of celebrating the birihday 
of one of their number, or a presentation occasion. Tea goes infinitely 
better with the hot roast fowls and cold joints, which they mercilessly 
massacre about five in the afternoon, than any other liquid, and though 
there is pretty sure to be a few disciples of Father Mathew among 
**something hot” in 

Or Tom Celibat has 


favourable light 


them, this does not prevent the others having 
honour of the occasion, an hour or so afterwards. 
two or three fellows at his rooms now and then, and he gives them a 


few ‘‘birds.” Why tea goes better with them than beer or the 
“ amontillado as at two-and-three, and moreover helps them to play such 
whist as would disturb the rest even of the sainted Hoyle, could he he 
permitted to see what outrages are nightly perpetrated in whist’s name! 
But these are exceptional cases. We don’t kill a pig every day, and 
are supposing ourselves still the well-managed and careful household we 
always aim to be. We have no objection to hot suppers. Start not in 
affright, gentle reader ; there are suppers and suppers. We are not 
thinking of a meal like dinner. If you find supper doesn’t agree with 
you, do without ; that is simple enough, surely ; but bear in mind there 
are others who would be just as much put about to go supperless to bed, | 
as you would with your superfluous meal. If you want something solid 
after a hard day's work, a chop or steak to the extent of fourpence or so 
will do you good, but there needn’t be chops and steaks all round; 
indeed, there ought not to be. A bit of cold meat well cooked looks 
simple enough, and is very likely convenient, but the person who can 
take this without any ill effect afterwards, need not concern himself much 
about his digestion, There are so many things just now that you may | 
have a hot light supper of, that it almost seems a pity to miss them, | 
The tripe season is just coming in. Now, stewed tripe with onion sauce 
may be just a thought vulgar, but it is, when properly made, very good 
and very nourishing. Mushrooms, too, are plentiful and cheap just 
now, and the simplest way of cooking them is the best, and they are 
best by themselves—of course, with bread or dry toast and butter, with 
a very little seasoning. They don’t require any meat with them; they 
contain all the elements of meat that are required for human food. 
Tomatoes always remind us of old Pickwick. ‘‘ Dear Mrs. Bardell, chops || 
and tomato sauce.” If you have the chops, good; if not, the tomatoes | 
will go very well alone. You can buy as large a one just now for two- 
pence as will serve one person, but it will be better to cook two or three 
together. In this way, cut them in half-quarters, and put them into a 
pan in which you have melted a walnut-size of butter, add a little salt 
and a very little cayenne, stir them about and sprinkle bread crumbs. | 
slowly by degrees, the mixture grows pretty stiff, and then serve it | 
You can eat it with toast, or bread and butter, or with your chops or | 
cutlets, or anything else almost. Then there is macaroni, to which, by 
the way, you can add tomatoes, or simply the juice thereof, and— 
sprinkled with the universal powdered cheese—you have an epicurean | 
dish at a trifling expense. Bread and cheese is about the last thing to | 
have for supper. Cold cheese is indigestible at night, but the rabbit of | 
Wales is really one of the most digestible suppers you can have. We || 
are propounding no paradox. If it disagrees with you, so would any- } 
thing you might have ; so don’t blame it. A little acid helps it, and | 
either a dash of Worcester sauce or a bit of pickled gherkin, or, still } 
better, walnut, will both improve its flavour and aid digestion. i 
It is a wide-spread delusion to think hot suppers injurious. The very 
reverse is the case. It is the cold supper that does the mischief. Hot 
food, as a rule, digests more easily than that which is cold ; and during | 
sleep we breathe about one-fifth less oxygen than when we are awake, 
and as digestion is merely the burning of one’s food wit 
oxygen, the temperature of the body is at night correspondingly lower | 
than in the day. So it stands to reason that whatever we eat at night | 
should be hot, if possible ; if not, we must eat so much less. | 
Of the variety of milk-compounds there is only one that we relish, 
and it is beyond all comparison the easiest of digestion. That is the | 
old meal-porridge, with a basin of milk to it, followed by _— 
There is nothing to compare with it when you are out of sorts — 
and we have found it, moreover, conducive to sleep. In these pees | 
war and fluctuating markets we have found ourselves bothered nee | 
state of prices, thinking about this or that man’s account, instead ~ 
it has suddenly occurred to us, being asleep, as we ought — | 
don’t recommend the porridge; we merely observe and note the ¢ _ | 
us. We have generally slept soundly after it, and we think in the morning | 
with Sancho Panza—Blessings on the man that invented sleep ; it covers ! 
one all over like a blanket ! I 
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A SuccessFUL CoMEDIAN.—Mr. Toole is stated to have —e =| 
less than £800 as his share of a recent theatrical farming eae 
which Mr. Joseph Eldred and Mr. Saker were also concerned. “a 


one different owns were visited during the tour. 
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PRINCE'S THEATRE, 


MANCHESTER. 


Proprietors: The Prince’s Theatre Co, Lismited, 





GRAND HISTORICAL REVIVAL 


OF THE 


[Ir AND DEATH OF RICHARD III. 


By WittiAM SHAKESPERE. 





Arranged for representation by 


CHARLES CALVERT, 


Jaced upon the stage with every accuracy and 
om Poelienaee possible to a theatre.—VipE Press. 





f Admission :—Stalls and Dress Circle, 4s, ; 
cs “Upper Cirele, : 2s.; Pit, 1s. ; Gallery, 6d. : 


Private Boxes (to holdjeight persons) £2. 2s, and £1. 1s. ; 
to hold four persons, £1. 1s. and 12s, 6d. 





NB-VISITORS to the UPPER CIRCLE can be 
admitted a quarter of an hour before the opening of 
the doors to the general public, by purchasing Tickets 
at the Box Office, Price 2s. 6d. 


Box Office open daily from 11 to 2. 


Sampler, 44d. and 6d. each. 





D Every evening at Seven ; terminating at 10-40. 


ALEXANDRA HALL, 


PETER STREET, MANCHESTER. 
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MONDAY, SEPT. 19th, 1870, 


And every Evening, 


end 


J. & W. 8. BOOTH. 


Y | FIRST TIME OF MR. G. H. FRENCH’S 
| GRAND MYTHOLOGICAL BALLET, 
ig ! 


; LOVE AMONG THE ROSES, 


a i New Scenery and Grand Transformation by Mr.T. Chinn; 
Mechanical and Lime Light Effects by Messrs, Storey 
ht | ind Brunton ; Characters by Mdiles. Lucelle, Rosina, 


\ and Jessie; Messrs, French, Langley, and Barnes, 
H Vaster French, and Efficient Corps de Ballet. 


h, | 

he | Firat Appearance of 

ng: | MR. CHARLES WOODMAN, 
li, 1 

. | | Double-Voiced Vocalist, Comedian, and 

50 |) Instrumentalist ; 

the | 


MISS ANNIE ALDRIDGE, 
We I The Dashing Serio-Comic., 


es) MR ND MRS. LEONARD WHITE, 


wets { | Duettists, &c. 
| | MR. PEARSON, 


The Dwarf Comedian, &c, 


Continued Suceess of 


IMR. M. p. FOSTER, 


CARL BRENNIER, &o., &c. 


—_—— 


j bor 
PR at 7-20, commence at 8. Saturdays, half an 
hour earlier, 





Admission :—Body of Hall, 1s. ; Galleries, 6d. 





i. Mc. CAMBRIDGE, General Manager. 


MIDLAND RAILWAY. 


SATURDAY TO MONDAY 


AT 


m & Fiz OC & 


VERY SATURDAY until OCTOBER 

‘4 29th, RETURN TICKETS, at the following low 

Fares, will be issued from the undermentioned Stations 

to MATLOCK BATH, by the Midland Company’s 

route, by any of the Ordinary Trains on Saturday, avail- 

able for Return by any Train up to the following 
Monday Evening. 











FARES, 
STATIONS, ——--—- - 
Ist Class | 2nd Class 
8. d. s. d, 
MANCHESTER . ttiwieen © Ss 7 0 
GUIDE BRIDGE .. 9 0 6 6 
STOCKPORT (Teviot Dale Station) 8 6 6 0 





In Manchester, Tickets will be issued at Cook’s Ex- 
eursion Office, 43, Piccadilly; and at the Midland 
Booking Office, London Road Station. 


JAMES ALLPORT, 


Derby, May 21, 1870. General Manager. 





MIDLAND RAILWAY. 


SATURDAY TO MONDAY. 


AT 


mw UA TO DW 
VERY SATURDAY until OCTOBER 


4 29th, 1870, RETURN TICKETS at the following 
low Fares will be issued from the undermentioned 
Stations to BUXTON by any of the Ordinary Trains, 
available for Return by any Train up to the following 
Monday Evening. 





Ist Cls. | 2nd Cls, 
8. d. s. d. 
MANCHESTER . sf. © 4 6 
STOCKPORT ( Teviot ‘Dale. -5 0 8 6 
STALYBRIDGE ... at a 3 6 
GUIDE BRIDGE . ~ 2. 3 6 





USIC OR NO MUSIC ?—See 
Preface and Postscript to JOULE’S COLLEC- 
TION OF CHANTS, &c, 8th Edition. 





HE MIDDLE VOLUNTARY.—See 
Notes to JOULE’S DIRECTORIUM CHORI 
ANGLICANUM. 4th Edition, 


HE HUGH IDOL. "48 Sphine, )— 
DESCRIPTION OF THE ehabe ORGAN 
AT ST. PETER’S CHURCH, 5th Edition. 


Pussian FUR SEAL JACKETS. 
Choice, Carefully-selected, Well-seasoned Skins. 
A Great Assortment from Six Guineas, 
KENDAL, MILNE, & CO., 


DEANSGATE AND POLICE STREET. 





ILLIAM BATEMAN, 
FASHIONABLE MOURNING ESTABLISH- 
MENT, 40, OL DHAM STREET, MANCHESTER. 
wai { VERY Article of the very 
MILY ‘4 best description requisite for a 
MOURNING {du Mourning Outfit may behadat 
thi«Ustablishment at amoment’s notice 





hs greg! Made-up Dressgs, 

FAMILY in Rich Guaranteed Silks. A 

See | ee and Most Fashionable Assort- 
ment. 


LACK Made-up Dresses, 

in French Satin Cloths, All-wool 

Reps, Lrish Poplins, and Merinos, for 
the Autumn. 





FAMILY 
MOURNING. 


a BRB": ACK Made-up Dresses, 


amerue in Paramattas, Victoria Cords, 
MOURNING. ) Crape Cloths, and Baratheas, hand: 
 somely trimmed with erape. 


( LACK Made-up Dnesezs 

FAMILY and MANTLES for Widows’ 

MOURNING. } Mourning, in the patent uhspotting 
” Widows’ Crape. 


} RESSMAKING,—Ladies 


entrusting their Mourning Or- 

















2.—Anthony Trollope. 
$.—Algernon Swinburne. 
4.—Mark Lemon, of Punch, 
5.—Lord Lytton. 
6.—Charles Lever, 
7.—George Grote. 
8,—George Augustus Sala. 
9.- Hepworth Dixon. 
10.—Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
11.—John Ruskin, 
12.—Henry W. Longfellow. e 
13.—Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
14.—Charles Dickens. 
15.—Benjamin Disraeli. 
16 —T. W. Robertson. 
17.—Thomas Carlyle. 
18.—Cuarles Reade. 
19.—Charles Kingsley. 


FAMILY 
“ ders to this I'sta‘lishment may rel 
In MANCHESTER, Tickets are issued at Couok’s MOURNING, upon every artile of dress being 
Excursion Office, 43. Piccadilly, and at the Midland finished and sent home in a superior 
Booking Office, London Road Station. manner, 
JAMES ALLPORT, — ASHIONABLE Mourning 
~~ MANTLES, JACKETS, MILLI- 
Derby, June 1870. General Manager. ndtito Hag BONNETS, HATS, JET GOODS, 
&c., the latest Novelties for the Season. 
XPERIENCED DRESS. 
IVING MEN OF LETTERS. - ‘4 MAKERS, and MILLINERS 
4 Aseries of biographical and critical sketches of MOURNIN despatched to any part of the Country, 
eminent authors, under the above title, is now in coursc )URNING. | with Patterns of Mourning required, 
of publication in the Sphinx. The following have upon receipt of letter, order, or tele- 
appeared :— gram. 
1.—Alfred Tennyson. ‘71 a a Ak M B rt TE EM ma N, 


GENERAL MOURNING AND FUNERAL 
FURNISHING ESTABLISHMENT, 

40, OLDHAM STREET, MANCHESTER. 
CoRNER OF STKVENSON-SQUARE, 


ICHARD BATEMAN, 
, 18 and 20, OLDHAM STREET, 
Respectfully directs attention to his NEW STOCKS for 
t] e Autumn Season. 

Elegant MILLINERY and TRIMMED STRAW 
BONNETS and HATS. 
FANCY and PLAIN DRESS GOODS, 
VELVETS and CLOTH JACKETS. 
THE NEW WATERPROOF CLOAKS and COSTUMES, 
FOREIGN and BRITISH MADE-UP DREsSES 
and COSTUMES, 
And other Novelties Just Received, 
RICHARD BATEMAN, BRITANNIA HOUs E, 








20.—Victur Hugo, 








DUNKERLEY. & FRANK’S UMBRELLAS 


18 and 20, OLDHAM STREET and DALE STR «", 














. Are made on FOX’S Celebrated FRAMES, Bein. iaiye 1 rud.com, 
Dunkerley & Franks are enabled to offer them at astonishingly Low Prices, 
WATT STREET, NEW CROSS, MANCHESTER. 
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BALDNESS ; 
MANCHESTER. 


Sold in Bottles, 1s., 2s. 
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EXTRACTED FROM THE CHOICEST ROSE LEAVES. 
14, BATH STREET, NEWGATE STREET, LONDON, E.C.; 
19, HANGING DITCH, MANCHESTER. 


REMOVES SCURFEF 
Evan restoring the growth in many cases which appear hopeless. 








Manuracrory :—TRENTHAM 








STRENGTHENS AND IMPARTS A GLOSS TO THE HAIR, 





' : emineanie 7 ‘i a 


| | WORKS IN THE LANCASHIRE DIALECT, 

















{ 
y PUBLISHED BY 
inh 
i] ' JOHN HEYWoOoD, i141 AND 1439, DHANSGATE, 
\ Hy f | MANCHESTER. 
| i | ———_—_—_— = ———————————— 
YUNDLE O’ FENTS FROM A LANCASHIRE LOOM: | BATCH OF JANNOCKS FROM A LANCASHIRE 
} ) Selections from the Writings of BENJAMIN BRIERLEY. Boards, 1s. | OVEN ; Supplementary to “A Bundle o’ Fents.” towed, 66 
ay THE CHRONICLES OF WAVERLOW: TREVOR | B-O-TH’-YATE ON TIMES AND THINGS. Edited 
| } HALL, THE HUNTSMAN’S FUNERAL, THE BATTLE OF LANGLEY by BENJAMIN BRIERLEY. Sewed, 1s. _ 
| b HkIGHTS, &c. Boards, is Ai ee SS a 
} - ————__—_——_———. | TIP VATE N: Southern Life from 8 
| | ' [)AISY, NOOK SKETCHES : A Day Out, &e., &e. By BO-TH-YATE IN LON ON : eee Laon tn Dl? 
2 | | BENJAMIN BRIERLEY Besede, Is CS TE, HEB Be Wife. Edited by BEN.AAMIN BRIERLEY. Sewed, a 
: | r RR \ DDLEPI N F¢ ILD, and other Tales. By BENJA MIN B-O’-TH’-YATE AT THE GREAT SHOW. Sewed, ad. 
7 | 1] BRIERLEY. Boards, 1s, A 2 
' IVE MARLOCKS OF MERITON. By BENJAMIN | na Se manne ai 
: 4 MAIL ’ 4 vik ave , a As 4 TID VAT ny )MIMES. y 
i. BRIERLEY, Boards, 1s J A BOVTH-YATE AT THE PANT¢ | 
, - y 3 SShL. Sewead, 2d. nnn 
7? YED WINDOWS HALL: a Lancashire Story. By | ~ Sh TATE AP BELLE WOR  Goenee 
ae eh WU BENJAMIN BRIERLEY. Boards, 1s 5 : F ptiaeieneene: AT BELLE VUE. Sew 4 
? . age " 
: RKDALE: or, the Odd House in the Hollow. By Pe ESR RE 5 ame ‘YW ’ nunicated by 
1 BENJAMIN BRIERLEY, Boards, 2s, iit fl A gift H ne ~ why LiFe POLICE, Sam a 
s — an Kavesdroppe sewed, <d. ae —— nw 
rNHE FRATCHINGTONS OF FRATCHINGTHORPE: | ~~ BO-TH-YATE AT KNOTT MILL FAIR. 3Y AB 


+f i —-_ 
Bs ; a Series of Connubial Crosses, or * Fireside Traps.” By BENJAMIN A 


BRIERLEY Mewed, dd Sewed, 2d. 
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THE SPHINX. 


SEPTEMBER 17, 1870. 





IMPORTANT TO BANKERS, SOLICITORS, MERCHANTS, STOCK & SHARE BROKERS. | 
INSTANTANEOUS PRINTING. 


NeW LIVHOGRAPAIG WRITING INK, 


Price 3s. 6d. per Bottle; requires NO PREPARED PAPER. 














HIS Ink is introduced to Merchants, Solicitors, Stock Brokers, Architects, and all who require Circulars, Prices Current, 
T Market Reports, Bills of Quantities, or eny kind of Notice expeditiously printed. Hitherto Lithographic Writing has required 
prepared Paper and Ink, which is difficult to manipulate, except by the experienced Lithographic Draughtsman ; now, however, the re-writing 
is entirely dispensed with, for the copy written with this Ink, on ordinary Writing Paper, in your own Office, being sent to us, can 
be forthwith transferred to the Stone, and the required copies supplied as quickly as they can be printed. 

It must be manifest that the use of this Ink removes considerable impediments to the quickly getting out of Prices Current, &c., as no time 
is lost, as heretofore, in writing on the prepared paper before printing. \ 
This Ink is in use in numerous Establishments, and we have the pleasure of printing the following testimonials :— 
Messrs. J. G. Kershaw & Co., Manchester. Manchester, March 23rd, 1870, 
Gentlemen,—I have much pleasure in testifying that your New re ay 5 Writing Ink isa great improvement on any other kind I have seen, and 
that it is almost impossible to detect the copies from the original handwriting. have every confidence in recommending it to your customers. 


I remain, yours respectfully, Pro 8. MENDEL, JOHN CLARKE. 





Messrs. J. G. Kershaw & Co., 37, Oxford Street. Manchester, 7th December, 1869 
Gentlemen,—We have much pleasure in testifying to the usefulness of your Patent Lithographic Transfer Writing Ink. which we have found to 

answer its purpose very well, and which we shall use, preferable to other similar compounds, as often as we have an opportunity.—Yours truly. 

DROEGE & CO, 

Messrs. J.G. Kershaw & Co., 37, Oxford Street. Aytoun Street, Manchester, 4th August, 1869. 
Gentlemen,—In reply to your enquiry, we consider your New Lithograpt Ink to be quite equal to what you represent it to be and we prefer it 

specially, as being being more expeditiously handled, and clearer in the impression, than that in use with the transfer paper.—Yours faithfully, 

ALEX, COLLIE & CO, 


Sold in Manchester only by J. G. KERSHAW & CO, 


Lithographers and Betterpress Printers, Patent Hedger and Account Pook Manufacturers, 
37, OXFORD STREET AND PORTLAND STREET. 











JOHN ROBERTS, 
STRETFCRD ROAD CARRIAGE WORKS. 








=—=—_ 


J.B. wishes to introduce to the Public his NEW RACKET CART or DRAG, the greatest Novelty of the day, to 
ride low, easy of access for Ladies, and runs light, only 3) cwt. 
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All Carriages are constructed of best seasoned Materials, and skilled Workmanship. 


ESTIMATES AND DRAWINGS ON APPLICATION, 
J. R. received the special commendation of the Judges at the Royal Agricultural Society’s Meeting held in Manchester, 







































ESTABLISHED 
110 YEARS. 





KENT'S CELEBRATED WATCHES 


70, 
DEANSGATE, 
——S= 


THE SPHINX. 


SEPTEMBER 17, 1870, 





THE PUBLIC 


MAY ALWAYS DEPEND ON GETTING 


GOOD TEA at MODERATE PRICES, 
AT OUR TEA ESTABLISHMENTS 
AT THE CORNER OF OLDHAM-ST. anp SWAN-ST., 
AND AT 53, PICCADILLY, MANCHESTER, 


AS UNDER: 
Our Tea at 2s. per lb. is giving great satisfaction. 
The Tea at half-a-crown is quite a favourite. 

The popular Tea for heavy consumption is the one at 3s, 
Those Teas at 38 4d & 3s. 6d. are very fine flavoured. 
Our best Black Tea at 4s. is specially selected 
for our trade, 


WM. SATTERTHWAITE, 


TEA MERCHANT. 


| ROWN’S COTTON GLANCE 

At the urgent solicitation of spinners and others, 
the Author of the above Glance has consented to publish 
it every Monday, provided he meets with sufficient 
encouragemwent.— Terms; Two-and-a-half guineas per 
annum postage included; payable half-yearly in ad 
vance Vv. LL BROWN. 
27. Fitzclarence St , Liverpool, July, 1870 


| “beet 
24, ST ANN’S SQUARE 


SUPERIOR GOLD ENGLISH LEVER WATCHES, 
With Gold or Enamelled Dials, Jewelled, &c., 
£8 to £13 
Flat Ditto; hands to set from the back: Rich Gold 
or Enamelled Dials; Elegantly Engraved, Jewelled, 
&c., £13 to £20 


PIDDUCK, GOLDSMITH, 





AND PILLS 

Dangerous Chest Complaints —-The enumeration of 
these diseases is scarcely necessary, as, unfortunately, 
most Englishmen know them to their cost Coughs, 
common colds, influenaa, bronchitis, asthma, pleurisy, 
inflammation of the lungs, and even consumption in its 
early stages, are successfully treated by rubbing 
Holloway'’s Ointment upon the chest and upon the 
back between the shoulders. It penetrates internally, 
checks the cold shiverings, relieves the over-yorged 
lungs, gradually removes the oppression from the chest, 
and restores the obstructed respiration, hitherto so 
distressingly disagreeable and highly dangerous, In 
treating this class of diseases, Holloway’s Pills should 
always be taken while using his Ointment ; they purify 
the blood, promote perspiration, and so allay dangerous 
irritations. 


IFE POLICY HOLDERS 

4 protected against loss by the investment of the 

whole of their Net Premiums in Government Securities 
deposited in the Bank of England. 


The full amount of the surrender value of the Policy 
may also be obtained on demand, each Policy being 
convertible into gold for the temporary use of the 
Policy-holder if required. These Policies cannot lapse 
or be forfeited. 

This ~ and opettete »ian of Life Assurance was 
originally prepared by Dr. William Farr, F.R.S , &c 
General Register Office, Somerset House, and submitted 
to Her M sjesty's Government, who adopted the principle 
(with some modification) through the medium of the 
Post Office 

The basis of all just and safe Life Insurance transac- 
tions is a true Life Table In calculating the Premiums, 
the English Life Tables published under the authority 
of the Reyistrar-General for England are employed, 





Trustees of the Policy Bolders’ Cife Funds: 


Christopher Weguelin, Esq., Director of the Bank of | 
England, London 
Charles Oppenbeim, Esq., Director of the Union Bank, | 
London | 
Augustus F. Bayford, Esq., LL.D., Court of Probate. 
Doctors’ Commons; Chancellor of the Diocese of | 
Manchester } 
W iliam G. Goodliffe, Exq., Accountant-General, India 

Office, Westminster, London, 

The system fully explained and a prospectus supplied 
on application at the Head Office or any of the Branches 
of the BRITISH IMPERIAL INSURANCE CORPORA- 
TION, LIMITED. 

Hikap Orrices : 
BROWN STREET and MARSDEN STREET | 
MANCHESTER, | 





| soothing, cooling, and purifying action on the skin, 


| and pernicious articles under the name of *“ Kalydor.’, 


GREAT NORTHERN 


AND 


MANCHESTER, SHEFFIELD, AND 
LINCOLNSHIRE RAILWAYS. 


WORKMEN’S INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, 
AT THE 


AGRICULTURAL HALL, ISLINGTON, 





A CHEAP EXCURSION 


TO 


nE. <@> YW ED 4D W 


(KING’S CROSS STATION) 
WILL RUN AS UNDER, 


ON MONDAY, 19TH SEPTEMBER, 


Returning from King’s Cross at 11-0 a.m, on Friday, 
23rd September. 





STATIONS. 


Fares to London 
Time. (King’s Cross) and 
back. 
Dep. morn. Covered . 
MANCHESTER(Lnd Rd.) 10 10 | Carr, |!8t Class. 
OLVHAM (Clegg ttrt.) 5, | 9 40 
STALYBRIDGE.,..... | 9 55 | 
ASHTON oe coeece 9 59 
Dukinfield... .......+ y | 
I ad. 54 44.00 b0.0040 8 40 
NEW MILLS. 849 15s. | 25s. 
Marple oe 8 57 | | 
er ee ERS 10 
GUIDE BRIDGE ...... , 10 2 
Godley Junction ...... ,, | 105 
LON DON(Kings’Crs.)ar.abt.. 5 2 


Tickets, Bills, and every information can be had at 
the above Stations und usual Agents. 


R. G. UNDERDOWN, General Manager. 


London Road Station, Manchester, 
September, 1870, 





\ OXLEY’S CROCHET COTTON. 


e Colour good, quality excellent, price reasonable. 


\ OXLEY’S SUPER MENDINGS, 
e in Angola, Cashmere, Coiton, Silk, on cards 
and reels. 
\ OXLEY’S KNITTING COTTON, 
e Bleached and Unbleached.—14, Edge Street, 
Manchester. 


\ OXLEY, 14, EDGE STREET, 


Oak Street. Removed from 62, Tib Street. 





] OWLANDS’ KALYDOR, for improv- 

ing and beautifying the complexion, and render- 
ing the skin soft. clear, and blooming. This royally 
patronised and ladies’ esteemed specific exerts the most 


and eradicates freckles tan, pimples, spots, discoloura- 
tion, and other cutaneous visitations. Price4s 6d. and 
8s. 6d. per bottle. Sold by chemists and perfumers. 
Ask for “ Rowlands’ Kalydor ;” and beware of spurious 


ORKS BY ALEXANDER VANCE. 


ue HistorY AND PLEASANT CHRONICLES OF 
BOG ID ou cu 20-00.0005:000840 0006 tenet 
rg 


Vox CLAMANTIS .. 7s 








Tne Book or THE KNicut oF TowER a at a 5 * ls 
ROMANTIC EPISODES 2.2... cc cccesccccccccccces @ 
BRURAEOS BAGS. oo 00 60 ce w cv docs ce es veccbees EE 
(The Introductory Chapter may be had separately, 6d.) | 
MOFFAT AND COMPANY, LONDON AND DUBLIN. 


Price One Penny Monthly, Registered for Transmission 
Abroad, 


rt. 


SILVER MEDAL AWARDED. 


PERAMBULATORS of the strongest make, and every 
modern improvement, 20 per cent lower than any | 
house in the trade ......15s. 6d., 18s. 6d., 228., Sue. 

ILLUSTRATED BOOK of PRICES—POST |REE. 

PERAMBULATORS with the PATENT CANOPY, as 
patromised by H.R.H. the Princess Royal, th. 
Empress of the French, and the principal nobility | 
of Europe. } 

PRIZE MEDAL CROQUET, ARCHERY, and Out-door | 
Games. | 

DESCRIPTIVE PRICE LIST—FREE. 

PRESENTS for all occasions. 

WORK BOXES, DESKS, DRESSING CASES, and 
Bags. Albums, Inkstands, Musical and Pearl 
Albums, ‘lea Caddies, Purses, Cigar Cases, &, 


OWEN'’S, 


1, OLDHAM STREET, 
and 80, DEANSGATE. 
Established 45 Years, 


Wedding Breakfasts, 


BALL SUPPERS, and DINNERS Supplied by 


ESSRS. PARKER AND SON, 
M ST. MARY’S GATE, 
In the most fashionable style, on moderate terms, in- | 
cluding the hire of plate, china, glass, &c. An elegant | 
assortment of Bridecakes always ready. Bills of fare | 
for any number, with prices, sent post free. 








HE SILENT LOCK-STIICH| 
SEWING MACHINE. 
Unrivalled for Family Use. 
Noiseless in Movement. Easy in Management. 
KENDAL, MILNE, & CO., 
Deansgate, Police-st., and St. Ann’s-st,, Manchester. 


— el 


TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 


Communications should be addressed —— Editor, | 
Sphinz Office, 141 and 145, Deansgate, ——— 
Kvery manuscript should bear the name “ —_ | 
of the sender. All contributions are attent { 
sidered, and unaccepted MSS. are seer On 
of stamps for postage. No replies or . | 
delivered on personal application. 


All communications relative to Advertisements - 
be addressed and Post Office Orders made pa 
“Mr. Tuomas Powe t, 55, Thompson atrest, ee 
spere Street, Ardwick Manchester,” who 
the Advertising space. 


tractor for —* 
aoe Se ee a 


Printed by Joun Heywoop, of the Grange Derby: 
shire Lane, Stretford, at the Ler aver 
Works, Hulme Hall Road, and ished : 


Warranted all Wool 





141 and 143, Deansgate, Manchester — 








J. 0. EDWARDS, Tobacconist, 


September me be ee 
“morer 107, PIOOADLLE 


& Manufacturer of the Piccadilly Smoking Mixture. 
Cy Briar Roo 


of Foreign Cigars Me um aD 
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and thorough 
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